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Chapter 1 


A cool blue light spilled in through an opening in the curtains. Its rays 
swept elegantly towards a large bed in the center of the room where 
it played across Evelyn’s tanned back and shoulders, glinting through 
strands of gold in her dark hair. Her beautiful, molded arm draped 
over the side of the bed towards the floor, middle finger bent ever 
so delicately towards the thumb with pinkie and index raised even 
in sleep. Long, toned legs escaped the twisted sheets and stretched 
luxuriously to opposite corners before relaxing. A scar, now light 
with age, traced its way around her right ankle. The house was quiet. 
The morning sun continued to spread across her back, warming her 
skin. Evelyn sighed and slipped indulgently back into her dreams. 
A child walks lightly through an empty house, arms poised, toes 
pointed out. She catches her reflection in the mirror and stops to 
practice her form—shoulders back, chin tipped up, arms rounded out 
in front with fingers almost touching. A strain of music catches her 
interest and she forgets her practicing, following it in a trance down 


an endless hallway with backlit windows. The music drifts from the 
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room at the end of the hall on the right. She reaches up and swings 
the door open. 

A handsome man in his mid-30’s dances next to a record player... 

“Daddy!” 

He turns to her with a laugh and squats down with arms open. 
Little Evelyn forgets her form and runs to him, jumping in his arms. 
He spins her, legs flying behind until she is laughing too hard to 
breathe. He sets her down, turns the music up and gets low on her 
level, twisting at the hips, reaching out to tickle her when she gets too 
close. She squeals with delight, and hops out of range as she tries to 
imitate his twisting, pumping her little arms back and forth. 

He laughs and pulls her to him, “Like this, Evy,” as he set her 
bare feet on his leather shoes, her small hands in his strong hands 
as they twist together, both filled with buoyancy and light. 

The music stops. The room is cold. Little Evelyn starts as her 
Daddy begins to shake and grip tighter, the skin of his hands 
becoming transparent and loose, covered with thick veins. She looks 
up, horrified to see her father transformed into an old man. 

His haggard face contorts with anger and fear as he croaks out, 
“Who you are? Why you are standing on my feet?” His hands shake 
harder and she trembles with fear. 


“Daddy, it’s me! It’s Evy!” 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER 3 

He recoils, letting go of her hands. She loses her balance and 
screams, falling backwards into a blackness that swallows the room... 

A jagged sob wrenched Evelyn awake. She sat up shakily, and 
gasped, willing herself to breathe. /t was just a dream. Just a dream. 

But it wasn’t. 

She pulled her knees to her pounding chest and buried her aching 
head in her arms, overwhelmed by a single thought: 

He won't remember me today. 


The house was quiet. 


Chapter 2 


Evelyn walked wearily into the large master bathroom, barefoot 
in a bright strapless summer dress that hugged her slim torso and 
flounced away into a short flowing skirt that showed off her long legs. 
Turning on the faucet, she flipped her long hair over her back and 
splashed water on her face. Evelyn reached for a towel and buried her 
head in its softness. Sighing, she tossed the towel aside and gripped 
the edge of the sink, staring into the mirror with gritted teeth. You 
can do this. You can do this. The beautiful, strong woman nodding 
back at her seemed to have a steadying effect on her nerves. Evelyn 
surveyed her reflection a moment longer, smoothing a hand through 
the dark cascading waves that ran well past her shoulders. /t’s been 
how many years now since my injury, and I still can't get used to 
wearing my hair down? She plugged in her straightener, and waited 
for it to warm up. 

Powder, blush, eyeshadow, mascara, all made brief, superfluous 
appearances on the counter. Mother has very specific ideas about 


how a woman should look in public. Evelyn smiled ruefully. 
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Two worn photographs adorned the far corners of the large mirror. 
The one on the right was Evelyn and her son Nicholas, when he was a 
child. She used to bring it along with her when she visited her Dad in 
the nursing home, but there was no point now. The other photograph 
was ragged, from a time when most people still insisted on using real 
film. It drew her eye. She paused her primping and pulled it down, 
leaving a clean rectangular outline in its place. She turned to lean 
against the counter as she gazed at it; her face relaxed and a smile 
flitted across her features. After a long moment, she closed her eyes 
and pressed the photo to her lips, breathing in deeply the way one 
does when there are lilacs in the breeze. 

She looked young as she stood there swaying, eyes closed in 
wistful stillness. When she opened them, a piece of the reverie 
remained. She turned back to the mirror and smiled, switching off 
the straightener decidedly, rummaging through a small drawer until 
she found what she was looking for. Moments later her long hair was 
twisted into a smooth bun that she surveyed with satisfaction. 

There. This is you. Maybe this will always be you. 

Evelyn slipped the photo it into her wallet and walked into the 


hall. 


Chapter 3 


The house streamed with light as Evelyn walked down the stairs to 
the kitchen. She had always loved this house. It was the one she’d 
grown up in, full of fond memories and warmth. It had two guest 
bedrooms, gorgeous hardwood floors throughout, impeccable crown 
molding, fireplaces in the master bedroom and living room, and a 
thousand other luxurious details that were equally important to a 
woman like her mother. The house and all its furnishings was a gift 
to her and Nicholas when her parents had downsized. It was really too 
large to be practical for just the two of them, but no one could bear 
the thought of someone else living in what had always been home. 
Especially now. 

Sunshine reflected off the marble counters and kifthen floor 
as Evelyn rounded the corner and stopped. Nicholas sat at a high 
barstool at the large island in the center of the room. She watched 
him in silence, still in disbelief at how much he’d grown. 

Nicholas was handsome and tall, with olive skin and dark 
thick hair. His eyes were large and dark, with a slight exotic curve 


reminiscent of his father’s Asian heritage. He possessed a James 
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Dean kind of magnetism, exhibiting a quiet confidence born of his 
indifference to his own popularity and the pettiness of the factions 
that, ironically, had raised him through the ranks. Despite drawing 
the sustained interest of his classmates, Nicholas remained detached 
and withdrawn from school happenings. Even after three years there, 
he was still a mystery to most of the other kids. 

If Nicholas had given it much thought, he would have realized 
that he preferred it that way. He was content not knowing his dark 
brooding eyes were a continual topic of conversation in the girls’ 
locker room coupled with the many theories of what he could be 
pondering so intently; they believed him to be quietly brilliant, like 
an artist or poet that only failed the occasional class simply because 
it was beneath him, i felt it was his poetic fate to be forever 
troubled and brooding as all great souls were fated to be. The girls 
swooned, and sighed, and freshened their lipstick hopefully. But 
Nicholas remained oblivious. 

Entrenched in his inner world, Nicholas was largely unaware 
of the attention he attracted. There were other things on his mind. 
He had a deeper sadness that made him seem old for seventeen and 
removed him from the world happening all around him. 

At the end ‘of the previous year, when his Grandpa’s health had 
demonstrably declined, Nicholas had fallen in with a “bad crowd” of 


boys who shared his growing apathy towards school and its rules. A 
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few years ago, he would have never considered hanging out with this 
particular crowd, but something refreshed him about being among 
people that cared as little as he did. Nicholas had a reputation at 
school now as being a part of that “bad crowd,” which had only given 
more fodder to the conversations in the girls’ locker room. Evelyn for 
one was not impressed with his new crowd, though she didn’t know 
the half of their escapades. 

Nicholas was zoned out as he lifted the spoon mechanically from 
the bowl to his lips. Suddenly, he came to as he heard a sound and 
turned to see Evelyn in the doorway observing him. He gave a small 
jump and looked back at the bowl in annoyance at being startled. 
“Geez, Mom. How long have you been there?” 

His agitated tone snapped her out of her reverie, “Sorry. Morning 
Nick.” 

He did not reply. Evelyn shot him subtle sidelong glances as she 
made her coffee. She sat down at the island across from him and 
stirred cream into her coffee slowly, tapping the spoon lightly on 
the side when she was done. Nicholas stared into his bowl. There 
was a thick silence between them. It had been like this most of the 
summer, and she worried about it. His lack of caring had landed him 
in summer school, which he had been required to complete before 
moving up to senior status. This had led to long painful conversations 


about expectations and rules as well as questions about the future 
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and the tension between them seemed to grow thicker with every 
interaction. 

Evelyn cleared her throat and spoke as evenly as possible, “I’m 
going to see your Grandpa today.” 

Nicholas’s shoulders tensed. His features hardened as he took 
another bite without reply that took a few attempts to swallow. 

She studied him. “Do you want to come with me? I know he’d 
like to see you...” 

Nicholas felt a lump swell in his throat. His free hand clenched 
and his chest tightened with anger as he repeated his Mom’s sentence 
in deliberate bitter tones, ““He’d like to see me?” 

She shivered at the coldness in his voice. Nicholas lifted his head 
and locked eyes with Her, “He told you that, huh? Grandpa said, ‘I 
miss Nicholas, bring him along next time...’?” His voice dripped with 
bitterness and sarcasm and his face tightened with anger. 

She couldn’t blame him. The truth was that Nicholas’s Grandpa 
didn’t recognize him anymore. He didn’t recognize any of them 
anymore, not even his wife, Rosemary. 

Evelyn swallowed hard, “Nicholas...I,’ but there were no words. 
His deep brown eyes radiated with pain. She dropped her gaze and 
reached over to squeeze his clenched hand. He flinched at her touch 
and she pulled back. Her eyes filled, and she rose quietly, taking her 


coffee to stand before the large window. 
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His.Grandpa is the closest thing to a father he’s ever known. 
It’s like he and I are both losing our father; no kid should have to 
lose a father twice. She sipped her coffee gingerly as she reflected. 
Nicholas was just a baby when his father abandoned them both for 
who knows what kind of escapades in Hong Kong. Evelyn had to 
go to work full-time to support them both, and Nicholas spent his 
days happily with his beloved grandparents. who had the flexibility 
in their careers at that point to take care of him. They both adored 
Nicholas and made up for his absent father. Alan filled the role of 
father figure with gusto, spending more time with Nicholas than 
Evelyn was ever able to because of work. Nicholas was closer to his 
“Grandma Rose” than Evelyn had ever been to her mother, or could 
have ever hoped to be. She never witnessed their easy connection 
without a twinge of jealousy, especially now that Nicholas seemed 
to be drifting further and further away from herself, and her father 
had all but been swallowed by the disease. It was hard for Evelyn not 
to feel increasingly more alone. 

She looked out over the grounds with misting eyes. The late 
summer was still teeming with color and light. It’s ironic, she thought 
bitterly, all this life outside. Evelyn sighed inwardly and bowed her 
head. What am I going to do, Dad? The window reflected Nicholas 
watching her this time. There was regret on his face and concern for 


her. She saw it and held to it tightly. She watched in the window’s 
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reflection as he opened his mouth to speak, then closed it and looked 
down. He tried again, lifting his head with a deep breath, but he 
faltered, and the attempt ended in a slow exhale. 

She finished her coffee and walked back to the kitchen, setting 
the cup gently in the sink. She squeezed his shoulders as she passed 
him, kissing his head, “I love you, Nick. See you later.” 

She picked up her purse and walked quietly out the door. 

He turned his head to watch her go before burying his handsome 
head in his hands. 

Grief was rocking both of their worlds. It was getting harder to 


stay afloat. 


Chapter 4 


A car blared its horn as it flew by on her left. Evelyn startled, not 
realizing the light she was staring at had turned green. She shook 
herself and put the little roadster into first. The conversation with 
Nicholas and the scenes from the nightmare were turning over and 
over in her head, growing and tightening the knot in her stomach the 
closer she got to the nursing home. 

Her phone buzzed on the seat beside her. It was her mother. 
The text scrolled across the screen, “Where are you?” Evelyn could 
almost hear the impatience in her mother’s voice. 

Almost there. Deep breath. She pulled into a rare vacant spot on 
the steep San Francisco street and turned the wheels towards the curb 
before springing out. 

The building before her was a sprawling single-level ranch style 
structure dug into the side of the hill. Its large windows boasted a 
fantastic view of the Bay and were opened at every opportunity to 
let in the fresh air. The well-manicured grounds had flowers planted 
in every corner and pots brightening every window sill. There was 


a small courtyard with a little Koi fish pond and a bench under a 
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lilac-laden arbor with a graveled walking path. It would have been 
inviting if not for the austere iron rod fence that encased the grounds, 
accessible only by an ever-changing key code. The necessity of the 
fence had unsettled Evelyn from the first and broke the illusion of 
“home” that the architect had worked with painstaking precision to 
create. 

She walked up the sidewalk, running a hand along the sunbaked 
rungs of the fence, resenting all of it. Dad shouldn't be here. It has 
been a year now, and the thought of him sleeping here alone still 
makes me sick. 

Her hand hit the last rung a little too hard, and it reverberated back 
and rang reproachfully through the air. She shook off the twinge. 

“Evelyn, really.” | 

Evelyn shaded her face and looked up the sidewalk. Her mother 
was waiting at the gate, tapping a toe against the sidewalk, handbag 
clutched with both hands in front of her. A slender, elegant woman 
in a knee length, boat-necked blue dress with modest heels, her 
shoulders were back, posture straight, silvery hair smoothed in place 
for her standing appointment. 

I wonder if I'll still wear heels when I’m mother’s age, Evelyn 


thought listlessly. 
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Her mother looked her up and down with head cocked to the 
side—a habit that had begun when Evelyn was in middle school and 
never ended or ceased to irritate her. 

_ Evelyn bit her lip and stopped in front of her. “Hi, Mom. You 
know, you didn’t have to wait out here for me.” 

Her mother seemed about to admonish Evelyn’s lateness, but she 
turned instead and pressed the buzzer. 

Neither of us is quite brave enough to face Dad alone since he got 
worse, Evelyn thought as she turned her back to the gate and breathed 
in the balmy late summer air. The rest of the city teemed with life, 
moving forward, moving on...if only we could— 

A nurse in a pink dress greeted them. She entered the code and 
the heavy gate sprang open. Her mother bent down for the bag at her 
feet that Evelyn snatched up first, “Let me get that, Mom.” 

The gesture was not appreciated, but Evelyn looked straight 
ahead and followed the nurse. J don’t like watching how long it takes 
Mom to straighten back up these days. 

They walked past a gentleman who sat on : bench by the pond. He 
was crumbling his bread piece by piece and tossing it out to the Koi 
without expression. The sight made Evelyn ache. They stepped inside 
and a light breeze followed them in through the open window. The 


nurse led the way into the office where the head nurse, a personable 
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woman who insisted they call her Jane, looked up from her clipboard 
and greeted them with a serious smile. 

“Evelyn! Rosemary! Won’t you have a seat?” She gestured to 
a cushioned leather couch. They took seats at opposite ends. Jane 
ignored the tension as she always did and sat on the couch across 
from them, laying her clipboard down on the coffee-table. She leaned 
forward and turned her head from left to right in order to make eye 
contact with both of them in turn. 

“T just wanted to bring you up to speed on how Alan is doing. 

As I said over the phone, Alan’s immune system is continuing to 
fail, and it is a very serious concern.” She looked at Evelyn, her eyes 
round and solemn with empathy. Evelyn clenched her jaw. J don’t 
want to hear this. Her aaerte clutched her purse tightly, like a life 
preserver. 

Jane softened her voice and continued, “We are doing everything 
that we can, but it is only a matter of time. We are only approaching 
the fall, but once it finally cools to winter, it will be harder to keep 
Alan healthy. The reality is that with a weakened immune system 
even a simple cold can turn to pneumonia before we can get it under 
control. Pneumonia at his stage would be fatal, and it’s a very real 


possibility as winter approaches.” Her eyes filled with compassion. 
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Evelyn stirred with restless frustration. How has medicine not 
advanced beyond this. I mean, come on, death from a cold! What is 
this, 1815?? 

Jane waited as they processed. The news had been a long time 
coming. Five years to be exact. Evelyn had been grieving a long time. 

Rosemary brushed off a piece of lint from her pressed skirt, “And 
when will Alan be able to come home, Jane?” 

Jane looked from Rosemary to Evelyn confused. Evelyn looked 
down at the magazines on the table. The woman on the cover held her 
jeans away from her waistline, proud to be Exhibit A for the newest 
diet trend. 

Jane started cautiously, “Rosemary...” her voice trailed off as 
she chose her words, “Alan isn’t here to recover from Alzheimer’s. 
There is no cure.” 

Rosemary’s face paled, then became blank. 

Jane hesitated, “Alan...he won’t be going home.” 

Evelyn peeked sideways at her mother and felt a twinge of 
compassion. This isn’t the first time they've told us this...more like 
the fifth; she just can’t accept it. 

Jane continued, “The best we can do is try to slow the progression 
of the disease and make the rest of his days as comfortable and happy 


as we can.” 
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Rosemary pressed against the armrest as she rose from the couch. 
Evelyn looked up at her with surprise. Rosemary shook out her skirts 
with a forced smile and said in her best ‘no nonsense realtor’ voice, 
“Thank you for your time, Jane. If that’s all, I would like to see my 
husband now.” 

Jane bit her tongue, “Of course, Rosemary.” 

Jane walked to the door and called Alan’s nurse, a pretty young 
woman in her mid-twenties. She came in and greeted them with an 
overly pleasant smile. They followed her springy steps down to the 
residency hallway that smelled like fresh flowers, nearly masking the 
faint sourness in the air. Rosemary’s face was calm and immovable. 

This worried Evelyn. Did she really not understand what Jane 
was saying? | 

The pretty nurse stopped at a door on the right at the end of the 
hallway and rapped, swinging it open. Evelyn’s dream flooded back 
to her, and she caught her breath before going in. 

As far as rooms in nursing homes go, Alan’s was about as cheerful 
as one could be, with plenty of pictures and mementos from home. 
Above the bed was a picture of him with Nicholas, playing in a huge 
pile of fallen leaves, faces lit with joy and warmed with colors from 
the setting autumn sun. 

That was nearly fourteen years ago now... It will be autumn soon... 


He used to love hiking the trails to see the colors with Nicholas. 
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Evelyn’s thoughts brought a lump to her throat as she looked from 
the framed photo to the quiet man sitting below it who no longer 
recognized the grandson that he used to adore. We had hoped beyond 
hope that the cause of his dementia would be a vitamin deficiency... 
even a thyroid problem. Not Alzheimer’s...not this. Has it really only 
been five years since Daddy was first diagnosed? 

Her father sat against the headboard on the taut covers of the 
bed with hands limp atop his legs. His skin draped and wrinkled 
generously. An untouched plate of food sat on the table beside him. 
He stared out the window, gaze fixed on nothing in particular. 

How is it that he always looks so much worse since our last visit? 

Evelyn realized that she was still watching from the hall and 
forced her reluctant steps into the room. 

The nurse passed into Alan’s eyesight, and he pulled his gaze 
from the window to look at her without curiosity. “Hi Alan,’ she 
bubbled. He smiled at her. “You have some visitors!” She nodded 
towards the door. | 

He turned to them with a weak smile, “Hello there.” 

His voice warbled, no longer the strong voice that could be heard 
laughing from one end of the house to the other. He looked with 
mildness from Rosemary to Evelyn before the brightness of the 
window drew his gaze. He surrendered and sighed, looking out across 


the Bay. Evelyn swallowed hard and drew up a chair near his bedside. 
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Rosemary sat on the edge of the bed and patted Alan’s hand, 
“Hello dear.” 

He looked up at her, surprised at her hand, and searched her 
face before he pulled his hand away and placed it on his stomach, 
gazing back out the window. The skin about the corners of his eyes 
furrowed. 

Evelyn bit her lip. J want to hide...curl up in a ball and forget 
these past years ever happened. Thank God Nicholas didn’t come. 

The nurse picked up the tray and retreated, “I'll be in the hallway 
if you need me.” 

Rosemary rose with a determined smile and took the bag from 
Evelyn, pulling out a cassette player, “I’ve got something special for 
you, Alan.” | 

Evelyn protested lightly, “A cassette player? Mother, I showed 
you how to download music on your phone!” 

“Oh Evelyn,” Rosemary replied with a dismissive wave, “This 
isn’t something one downloads.” 

Evelyn grinned in spite of herself as Rosemary set the player on 
the bed beside him and fumbled with the buttons. She found play 
on the ancient machine, and a familiar voice floated through the 
air, singing a soulful jazzy melody Evelyn had never heard before. 


Alan’s face lit up in recognition. Evelyn leaned forward entranced. 
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Who is this? She raised an eyebrow to her mother, but Rosemary was 
searching Alan’s face eagerly, “Do you remember this song, Alan?” 

Alan animated before their eyes. He looked from his wife to his 
daughter with excitement, “Did I ever tell you the story of how I met 
my Rosemary? It was in my Navy training days...” 

Rosemary leaned towards him and caught her breath, one hand 
to her heart. 

Alan’s eyes twinkled in remembrance, and he looked handsome 
again, just like he used to before all this. “It was a clear, cold night 
scattered with stars and I stumbled into this small little pub to warm 
myself up when I saw her there on the stage,” his face glowed at the 
vision. “wearing this beautiful little white dress with capped sleeves; 
I thought she was an angel.” His face glowed at the vision. “She was 
singing,” he pointed at the cassette player in disbelief, “this very 
song!” 

Rosemary choked back a happy sob. Evelyn’s jaw dropped as she 
looked from one to the other. ! 

Alan continued, entranced in his story, «| sat down at a table 
in front of the stage, and she sang to me like we were the only two 
people in the place.” He looked around the room proudly at no one in 
particular. “I bought her a drink, and we ended up talking most of the 
night. She told me about her life and all her beautiful dreams. She was 


such a free, strong spirit! Rosemary was traveling up and down the 
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coast writing songs and singing wherever she could in search of her 
big break. I asked her to dance, and by the time the song was over, I’d 
fallen impossibly in love— that was a dance I’ll always remember.” 

Evelyn caught her breath. This was my mother? My mother? How 
have I never heard this before? 

Rosemary’s face blushed with pride and joy. Alan’s expression 
was dream-like and far away, lit up with the radiance of young love 
like a high school boy. He continued, “That girl could have had her 
pick of any boy, but J was the one she ran away with. I knew I’d love 
that angel in the white dress for the rest of my life.” 

Rosemary broke in with a rapturous gasp and grabbed his hand 
up to her lips, “Alan, darling! How did you remember the color of 
my dress after all these Saal I knew it.” She looked at her daughter 
with triumph, “Jane was wrong.” 

Evelyn’s heart sank as she realized what Rosemary thought 
this meant. She nodded at her Dad and spoke in a tense undertone, 
“Mother, please...” This never lasts. | 

Rosemary ignored her. She turned back to her husband, “Alan, 
you are getting better! Any day now and you'll be able to come...” 

Her voice trailed off as Alan’s face grew hard. The radiance 
faded, replaced by panic that seemed to grip him as he focused warily 
on Rosemary’s face, looking with confusion from the tears in her 


eyes to his hand still clasped in hers. 
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“Why are you sitting on my bed?” His brows lowered at his wife 
as he pulled his shaking hand away. 

She faltered, crestfallen, “Alan, it’s me, Rosemary!” 

He looked at her, lips moving in silence. When he found speech, 
he warbled out in fearful tones, “No, no! I don’t know why you are 
here, but please go.” 

Evelyn watched frozen, unable to speak through the lump in her 
throat, willing her mother to stop talking. Her father looked back out 
the window, waiting for them to leave, tuning them out. 

Her mother cried out again, “Alan, please, for the love of God! 
Look at me!” 

She reached out a hand to turn his face to hers before Evelyn 
could stop her. Alan’s face tightened with surprise as she touched his 
cheek. He jerked his arm angrily and swept the cassette player off the 
bed. It hit the ground and skidded into the wall, breaking with a crash. 
Two nurses burst in at the sound. One escorted the hysterical mother 
and stunned daughter out of the room, while the other calmed Alan. 

The door shut behind them. The nurse placed a gentle hand on 
Evelyn’s shoulder and gave her a kind look before turning to calm 
her frantic mother. 

Evelyn looked down and realized the collar of her shirt was wet. 


She hadn’t realized she had been crying. 


Chapter 5 


Back in Jane’s office, the two women were offered tea, which 
Rosemary gratefully accepted. 

Jane’s voice was kind and soothing, “I’m sorry, I know this is 
unbelievably difficult...” 

Rosemary shook with a leftover sob and dabbed her eyes. 

I’ve never seen Mom so emotional like this. Evelyn’s thoughts 
drifted to Dad’s story of the singer in the white dress...Was she 
really the way Dad remembers? A free spirit? This same woman 
who fought me tooth and nail when I decided to be a professional 
ballerina instead of go to college? The same woman who begged me 
to be practical was traveling the coast in her youth, singing in pubs 
looking for her big break? No, I can’t picture it...She looked at her 
mother, so professional and put together, and could picture her the 
only way she’d always known her, as a tight-laced real estate agent 
who had been ambitious and hugely successful in her career. 

Evelyn rose while Rosemary sipped her tea, “Jane, can I speak 


to you for a moment?” 
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Jane raised her eyebrows, and looked at Rosemary who didn’t 
bother looking up. 

“Of course.” 

Rosemary was too tired to protest being left out. She sat without 
glancing up, blowing the steam off her drink. 

Once in the hallway, Evelyn lowered her voice. 

“Jane, I’m worried about Mom. She’s been in denial about what’s 
happening to Dad. Every time he pulls out an old memory, she takes 
it as a sign that its almost time to bring him home. This time was the 
worst.” Her throat swelled, “I’ve never seen her so emotional like 
this. Please,” she grabbed Jane’s arm, “she’s always been too stubborn 
to listen to me. Help her understand what is happening to Dad. She 
needs to be prepared. I think she is realizing after today that Dad is 
going to...” Evelyn’s words caught, forcing her to change course, “I 
think she’s ready to listen.” 

Jane nodded, “Of course. I agree.” She put an arm on Evelyn’s 
shoulder, filling her with warmth. She is such a kind person, Evelyn 
thought gratefully. | 

Jane squeezed her shoulder gently, “Are you ready to hear 
everything as well?” 

A shiver of dread raced down Evelyn’s spine. She steadied herself 


before replying, “I’m ready.” 
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Jane nodded and when they re-entered the room. Rosemary 
looked a little calmer when they took their seats. 

Jane surveyed the two, clasping and unclasping her hands in her 
empathetic way. 

“I’m sorry, Rosemary. These old memories surfacing can almost 
make this process more painful because it can give false hope of 
recovery if you don’t understand what is happening to the brain.” Jane 
paused to make sure Rosemary was listening. She was. “Alzheimer’s 
attacks the brain by killing off nerve cells. We need these cells 
because they capture our memories and thoughts and store them in 
the form of electrical charges called neurotransmitters. The cells 
communicate with the other cells by forming connections called 
synapses that the electrical charge can flow between. In a healthy 
brain, this exchange of information flows easily from cell to cell, and 
there is no problem recalling a certain word or remembering a to-do 
list or wedding anniversary.” Jane studied Rosemary. She grew more 
pale, but nodded for Jane to continue. 

“Yet in a brain affected by Alzheimer’s, a cell’s ability to emit 
electrical charges of information and the cell’s ability to form a 
synapsis is compromised by an abnormal build-up of beta amyloid 
and tau proteins, causing neurofibrillary tangles. As these proteins 
spread, they affect the neuron’s ability to form a synapsis, tangling 


the lines of communication. The stored information becomes 
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inaccessible, and the brain continues to degenerate into tangled webs 
of proteins that eventually die, taking with them the cells and stored 
memories.” * 

Evelyn tried hard to focus on Jane’s words, trying not to picture 
her father’s blank face. 

“The hippocampus is the first area that is affected by protein 
overgrowth, which severely impedes the brain’s ability to retain and 
store new memories and new information. That’s why the first signs 
of dementia are things like misplaced keys or forgetting the name 
of a new acquaintance—small lapses any of us can have from time 
to time, but in those developing Alzheimer’s, the dementia becomes 
chronic.” 

Evelyn’s eyes followed the abstract swirls on the carpet. Childhood 
memories of her father rose in her mind...Alan danced and twirled 
her around. “Like this Evy,” he laughed, setting her on his feet. She 
blinked back hot tears and resurfaced under the fluorescent lights of 
Jane’s office. 

Evelyn looked over at Jane, who paused, focused her gaze on 
Rosemary, then proceeded as sympathetically as someone could 
in her position: “The brain’s long term stored memories are some 
of the last to go. If Alan lives long enough, they will be gone as 
well. Your husband was on the young side at sixty-one when he first 


started exhibiting symptoms of dementia, and only sixty-two when 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER oy 
the doctors could be reasonably sure that the cause of his dementia 
cits was Alzheimer’s. On average, most Alzheimer patients 
have only four to eight years to live from the date of their initial 
diagnosis. * Although some pass quicker and a few outliers cling to 
life for decades, Alan’s having made it this long is about as good as 
could be expected.” 

Jane stopped abruptly. The silence was thick and numb as each 
of the women waited for someone else to speak first. 

Evelyn watched as her mother sank back into the couch, and 
rested her head against its back, staring at the ceiling. She looks so 
defeated. This moved and frightened Evelyn at the same time. Mother 
gets it. Evelyn reached a hand across to hers and held it tight, glad 
for the tenacity with which her mother squeezed it back. Rosemary 
turned her head and looked at her daughter, forcing a small resigned 
smile. Her jaw clenched, and she turned her eyes back to the ceiling. 
Evelyn watched her profile as the muscles in her cheeks worked in 
and out. 

After a long while, Rosemary spoke in a hollow voice, directing 
her words to the ceiling, “How long does my husband have?” 

Jane’s words were soft, “You should prepare yourselves. It is 


unlikely he will see another Christmas.” 


Chapter 6 


Evelyn paused with her mother at the gate. Rosemary’s 
uncharacteristically emotional display made her feel exposed. She 
gave Evelyn a stiff hug and turned without a word to walk to her car. 
Evelyn watched her walk down the sloping sidewalk with the now 
empty bag hanging forlornly. She didn’t seem as tall as she did an 
hour ago. Rosemary made it to the next block before she stopped and 
looked bewildered, retracing her steps. Evelyn watched as her mother 
crossed to the other side of the street and turned down the next block, 
then came back up again walking tentatively before finally finding 
her Mercedes. 

Alarm rose in Evelyn’s chest. That’s how it began with Dad... 
Mother is now 65...How many years does Nicholas have left with her 
if this is starting...? No, Evelyn. Stop! Don’t even think of ile 

The day felt dimmer. Evelyn heard her name called through the 
gate. She looked around and saw the old man sitting on the bench, 
throwing his bread to the Koi fish. The nurse waved and caught her 
attention. She trotted down the walk towards Evelyn and reached 


through the rungs of the gate to slip her the cassette tape from the now 
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broken player. Evelyn thanked the nurse and stared at the yellowed 
label: Rosemary Demo: 1968. She slipped the tape into her purse and 
began the slow trudge towards her car, shaking her head in wonder, 
running her hand from rung to rung as thoughts swirled chaotically 
through her head. 

I never imagined your life would be ending this way, Dad. Now 
am I going to lose Mother too like I lost you? Show me what to do... 
Please God, show me what to do... 

Evelyn halted suddenly and dug through her wallet to pull out the 
picture from the corner of her mirror. Again, she was lost in its scene: 

She is a mere 18 years old in the afterglow of her first performance 
with the San Francisco Ballet Academy. Her costume glitters with 
sequins and a thousand tiny beads. The lobby is filled to overflowing 
with other dancers and an enthusiastic audience that mills around with 
flowers and congratulations. The performance had been perfect, and 
Evelyn was flying, absolutely flying with euphoria unlike anything 
she has felt before or since. The crowds were so thick that it took a 
while for her father to find her. She spotted his head above the crowd 
as he pushed his way through. Evelyn flung herself into his arms, and 
he lifted her off the ground, wrapping her tight in a bear hug, tears 
of joy streaming down both of their faces. 

“You made it Evy!” he choked out as they laughed and cried, then 


laughed again. 
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There they were, two embracing figures in a sea of people. /’m 
not even facing the camera. All you see of Evelyn is the back of her 
costume with her arms wrapped tight around Alan’s neck. The focus 
of the photograph is Alan’s tear-streaked, radiant face. That's the part 
I never want to forget. Evelyn flipped over the photograph, and read 
the familiar now faded handwriting— 

You will not have lived your life until you have lived your dream. 

Dad’s favorite mantra. The handwriting blurs. J wonder if he said 
this to Mother the night they met. She had dreams too...she wanted to 
be a singer. What happened? When she passes away, will her dreams 
die unfulfilled and forgotten with her? 

Will yours? 

The accusing question came almost from outside of her. She 
reeled. That's not fair, I’ve already achieved my dreams. 

The voice argued back, Have you, Evelyn? Was it your dream to 
be an administrator at a dance school? 

She bristled. Well, no, of course not. I got to be a professional 
ballerina for four years. That meant something Even if I had been 
able to recover from the injury, getting pregnant with Nicholas at 
twenty-three would have ended my ballet career. Professional dance 


careers are brief. I always knew that. 
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The voice responded gravely, So that’s it then? You have more 
than half your life ahead, and your dreams are all behind? You think 
your Dad would accept that? Do YOU accept that? 
She felt dizzy. J don’t know, I don’t know. Stop, just let me think. 
Evelyn leaned weakly against the fence and closed her eyes. 
You're right. She gazed out over her beloved city and searched for 
clarity as she watched the sailboats moving slowing in the distance, 
beautifully coordinated in a graceful flowing waltz, bending and 
weaving, tracing ever growing circles in the blue. Unbidden, her 
mother’s figure jumped to the forefront of her mind, Rosemary’s 
bewildered face flooding her vision. She couldn't find her car..., my 
God, she couldn't find her car. A heavy despair slipped over Evelyn, 
enveloping her mind like fog... 
The voice cut through like a slap, Evelyn! Stop wasting time! Find 
a way to save your Mom. Find a way to stop this. What happened to 
the girl who was crazy enough to believe she could be a professional 
ballerina? She proved she had the will to do it despite what anyone 
said, and despite the odds she proved them all wrong. Remember her? 
Evelyn looked up. Yes. J do. Everything stilled. She took a deep 
breath. The gulls cried somewhere in the distance. remember. 
Strength flooded back in to her legs and she straightened, speaking 


out loud with defiant resolution. 
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‘You will not take my mother. J don’t know how I will fight back, 
but I will find a way and you will have me to deal with. And guess 
what! I never give up.” 

As she drew the line in the sand, Evelyn felt a huge release. For 
the first time in years she felt like herself. 

The sun above broke through the clouds, and warmed her face 
with its embrace. Evelyn could almost feel the warmth of her Dad’s 
smile. 


That’s my girl. 


Chapter 7 


Four weary adults sat around the table in the breakfast nook. 
Margaret, Rosemary’s older sister, lived in a pretty Victorian in 
lower Pacific Heights, and they had all gathered there to make plans 
and lean on Margaret’s levelheadedness. It was early February, and 
daylight had left hours ago, but no one could summon the energy to 
flip the switch and light the rest of the dark house. A single pendant 
light hung above the table, casting its glow on their worn faces, 
as they wrapped tired hands around fast-cooling mugs, and pulled 
every ounce of warmth and comfort they could from the loose-leaf 
peppermint tea. Well, three of them were drinking tea— Uncle Ray, 
Alan’s younger brother, was drinking Vodka and water with a tea bag 
hanging covertly over the side to save Aunt Margaret from having 
her tee-totaling sensibilities assaulted in her own house...and to keep 
her sensibilities from assaulting everyone else. Uncle Ray had been 
discreetly rebalancing the tea to vodka ratio in favor of the vodka all 
night. 

I should have packed myself a flask. Evelyn caught his eye and 


raised her eyebrows in mock disapproval at his mug. Uncle Ray 
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shrugged his shoulders, took a steadying gulp and smacked his lips 
with satisfaction. She smothered a smile as Aunt Margaret narrowed 
her eyes at him from across the table. He immediately assumed a 
grave expression until Aunt Margaret looked away. 

I wish Uncle Ray didn’t live so far out of town. He reminds me so 
much of Dad. No one would doubt they are brothers... mean were... 
Wow. Evelyn’s heart lurched, and she felt heavy again. 

Aunt Margaret was the only person Evelyn knew who was more 
straight-laced and responsible than her mother. Even though they 
were both grandparents, Margaret always tried to take charge of 
Mom as if she were still six and unable to cross the street alone. 
Tonight her propensity for taking charge was a welcome relief. The 
logistics seem beyond Mom and I at this moment, Evelyn thought 
weakly. 

Aunt Margaret cleared her throat and placed a hand on Rosemary’s 
forearm, “Was Alan in any pain when he...,” Margaret hesitated as 
Rosemary continued to look down, “at the end?” 

Silence. | 

Rosemary didn’t have the heart to answer. Aunt Margaret looked 
at Evelyn. 

“No, it was quiet at the end...” Evelyn locked her teeth together 
tightly and willed herself to keep it all together before continuing “... 


Dad had already been unresponsive for three days. It was...peaceful.” 
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She lifted her mug and took a long sip to escape Margaret’s gaze 
and her mother’s blank face for a moment. Jane was wrong. Dad 
made it through one last Christmas. A few months more and he would 
have seen the flowers bloom again. The warmth of the tea soothed 
her throat. /t’s over now, it’s all over now. Relief accompanied the 
thought, followed by guilt for the relief. Evelyn resented the guilt and 
argued with it internally. Can't you see it’s complicated. Dad hasn't 
recognized us in months. He’s been slipping away since before the 
diagnosis five years ago. Half a decade is a long time to grieve. 

Margaret sniffed and dabbed her eyes. She sat at the head of 
the table in the breakfast nook from where she took charge of the 
proceedings as if she were back in her glory days at the law firm, 
negotiating with clients ad writing up contracts. 

Aunt Margaret gave her eyes one final pat and addressed everyone 
authoritatively: “I’ve got the name for some caterers with a good 
reputation that can handle the reception for a very reasonable price.” 

No one looked up. 

Aunt Margaret peered at Rosemary’s exhausted face: “I wrote 
down their information and some other ideas for the service.” She 
looked at the papers before her and couldn’t find the sheet she was 
looking for. Aunt Margaret pushed back her chair, walked up to 
the sideboard, turning her back to the table as she shuffled through 


papers. 
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Evelyn felt a tap on her hand. Uncle Ray pointed to his flask. 
She pushed her mug over. Yes, please. He kept one eye on Aunt 
Margaret’s back and tipped the contents of the flask generously into 
her tea, sliding it back undetected with a kind wink. Aunt Margaret 
found what she was looking for and returned to the table. Evelyn 
raised the mug to her lips and felt a welcome warmth permeate 
through her throat and chest. Aunt Margaret began rattling off menu 
options. Evelyn took another big drink, and her body relaxed a little. 
She sighed and shot Uncle Ray a grateful smile. Rosemary watched 
with the hint of a smile playing about her lips as she looked from Ray 
to Evelyn. Uncle Ray assumed an expression of overdone innocence 
and rapt attention as Margaret continued. 

“...and they have agreed to handle the flowers—but, of course, 
I want you to approve the flowers before they place the order, Rose. 
Should be something appropriate but personal. Sprays, I think. Mums, 
gladiolas...I don’t know. You know what he’d appreciate better than 
I.” She paused to scan down her list and bobbed her head at the next 
item: “Bay Audio is handling the audio-visual for the reception. 
They’re quite good and dependable.” 

Uncle Ray listened, chin resting on his hands, nodding especially 
vigorously around the table when Margaret mentioned the flower 
choices. His eager schoolboy expression caused Evelyn to chortle 


in her mug. A smile cracked across Rosemary’s beautiful face. It 
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warmed Evelyn. It’s the first time I’ve seen her smile in what feels 
like years. She won't tell on us. Evelyn drank again, and grinned 
sheepishly into her mug. It’s so good to have something to lighten the 
mood. This week has been so heavy. 

Aunt Margaret took off her glasses, and let them hang around 
her neck. “All that’s left to talk about is the order for the service so 
that I can get it to the printers. What do you think he would want?” 

The other three looked at one another and squirmed. Guess we 
have to do the talking now. Maybe it’s the strain of emotions, maybe 
it’s the tea, but Evelyn started to feel a little bit silly. Better let 
someone else start the brainstorming. But no one did. 

Aunt Margaret turned to Evelyn, impatient to get the ball rolling, 
“Does Nicholas have anything he wants to share at the service? I 
know Alan was like a father to him.” 

Evelyn drew solemn circles on the table. Nicholas. I’ve barely 
been able to get my son to come out of his room. These past five years 
have taken such a toll on him. She continued tracing circles, growing 
them larger and larger as her thoughts took their own directions. The 
new crowd he’s with at school is trouble...but he won't listen to me. 
No, he has to learn on his own terms. They waited on her answer, 
but she could only shake her head. After a few unsuccessful tries, 
she gave up on making the words come out and continued shaking 


her head slowly. 
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Her mother came to the rescue: “It’s too much to ask of Nicholas. 
He’s young and needs his own time with his grief”’ Evelyn looked 
at her relieved as she continued to take charge, “I think that Ray, 
Evelyn, and I should be the ones to speak in the service.” 

Uncle Ray and Rosemary nodded in agreement, and Aunt 
Margaret scribbled it down on the paper. 

Ray leaned back in his chair with his arms behind his head. 
“Sounds good, I’ve got a few stories I could tell on that ol’ brother 
of mine.” 

Oh boy. Evelyn and Rosemary exchanged glances and stifled 
smiles. Dad would get a kick out of this. 

A heavy sniff came from the head of the table and the other 
three swiveled to see tears trickling down Aunt Margaret’s wrinkled 
cheeks. Rosemary patted her arm and crooned, “Hey Marge, it’s ok. 
We are going to be ok.” 

Aunt Margaret sniffed, “I’m sorry, Rosemary...I just love you. I 
don’t want you to have to go through what I did when my Lawrence 
died...it just took me years to be ok...” , 

More sniffs. 

Rosemary straightened and sighed, “Margaret, we are going to 
be fine. This isn’t as fresh as you might think; it’s not like when 
Robert died.” She sought Evelyn’s eyes across the table: “We’ve been 


grieving Alan a long, long time.” Evelyn nodded, relieved her mother 
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felt the same way. “He isn’t in pain anymore and we can remember 
him now for who he was before all this. His passing is closure on a 
horrible situation.” Rosemary paused her patting and took a breath 
and repeated again, “We are going to be ok.” She reached a hand 
across the table to Evelyn who held on to it tightly. 

Thank you, Mom. 

The women took heavy breaths and sighed them out. When their 
eyes met again, things were a little more bearable. 

With a swell of gallantry and a twinkle about the eyes, Uncle Ray 
scraped his chair back, took Aunt Margaret’s mug: 

“Let me fix you some more tea Margie. Just what you need to 
help calm those nerves.” 

Her eyes widened in red surprise, “Oh...thank you, Ray.” 

Evelyn watched him as he turned his back to her, heated the 
kettle, and poured the hot water in with a generous ratio of vodka. 
Wow, that will do the trick. 

Rosemary called out after him with laughing eyes, “Hey Ray, I 
think Evelyn and I could use some more tea as well. Could you put 
some of that honey you brought with you in it this time?” 

There was no mistaking her meaning. Ray and Evelyn gaped at 
Mother. I’ve only known her to drink one glass of champagne once 


a year at the New Year’s Eve party. 
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Evelyn chimed in quickly, “Yeah, /ots of honey in mine, please.” 
Ray took up their mugs with smiling eyes, grumbling under his 
breathe about how “a fellow could run outta honey, you know.” 

Rosemary chuckled and her daughter marveled at her across the 
table. J guess I don’t have her figured out. Uncle Ray set the steaming 
mugs down. 

He gave Aunt Margaret’s shoulders an encouraging pat: “Drink 
it while its hot!” 

She sipped it dutifully. The rest of the table watched her 
surreptitiously over the rims of their mugs, trying hard to keep 
straight faces. Halfway through her drink Aunt Margaret waxed 
sentimental. With a smile she addressed the table with patronizing 
sweetness, “You know, children—” 

Rosemary straightened with a start that caused Evelyn to gasp 
vodka down her air pipe. Aunt Margaret continued amidst the 
coughing, “Nothing warms the soul like sitting around a table with 
family”? She looked around at each, of them, unperturbed by the 
coughing fit that extended to hide Evelyn’s ibawhiter 

Uncle Ray raised his mug with mock-solemnity: “Here, here!” 

Rosemary and Evelyn echoed him and raised their mugs, Aunt 
Margaret looked a little taken aback by what she would usually 
scorn as a “drinking saying,” but in the end decided there was little 


harm in raising her tea to humor Uncle Ray’s oddities and with a 
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little shrug hoisted her mug with the rest of them, even allowing a 
very respectable, spaced out, “Here. Here,” that could in no way be 
mistaken for a carousing pub cheer. Rosemary’s face scrunched in 
an effort to hold back the laughter. 

Uncle Ray collected the mugs with a laugh, dolling out another 
round that no one protested. When they were again passed around 
Aunt Margaret needed no prompting. Evelyn was surprised yet again 
when her mother began the next round of toasts. 

‘Here’s to Alan...The best husband that ever lived!” 

“Here, here!” Uncle Ray boomed. 

“Here, here!” Evelyn joined in smiling. 

“Here...Here,’ Aunt Margaret contributed as dignified as 
could be. | 

Aunt Margaret’s echo made them laugh until they cried. 

This feels so good...like something jagged and icy is melting at 
long last...like a wall between mom and me is dissipating. Evelyn 
tried to remember if she and her mother had ever been in on a joke 
together and came up blank. She looked at her mother admiringly, 
transformed by laughter, still one of the most beautiful women she’d 
ever seen knew. J like her like this. 

The toasting caught hold, getting sillier and sillier though all 
were met with indiscriminate approbation. No one could recall the 


subjects of the toasts after the fourth round but there were many. The 
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final toast of the evening was one of Aunt Margaret’s composition, 
an accolade to “well arranged flowers and efficiently — catering 
companies” to which the table cheered. 

Around midnight they ran out of honey, just as Uncle Ray woefully 
predicted. It was just as well. Aunt Margaret was falling asleep on 
the table. Uncle Ray, ever the gentleman, escorted the teetering Aunt 
to her room agreeing with her that her dizziness must be due to the 
laughter and the lateness of the hour, and that he had very often found 
himself affected in a similar way by those two conditions. 

Aunt Margaret threw her door open and waved a farewell over 
her shoulder. She looked at Uncle Ray and added in surprised tones, 
“Ray, you sure have a way of growing on a person!” 

He chuckled, and mumbled something about wishing he had a 
nickel as he closed her door softly. He then turned and tipped an 
imaginary hat to his niece and sister-in-law with a bow and retired 
to his room. 

They turned and walked to their rooms across the hall from each 
other. Evelyn hugged her mother with real warmth. 

“Goodnight Mother.” 

“Goodnight Evelyn.” 

Rosemary opened her bedroom door and hesitated, leaning 


against the doorframe: “Evy?” 
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Tears jumped into Evelyn eyes at what had been her father’s pet 
name for her. She turned. 

Her mother’s eyes were full, ““You know there was never anyone 
more proud of you than your father. He couldn’t resist telling everyone 
we met about you, about his little ballerina. He really loved you.” 
She rested her wrinkled forehead against the doorframe taking her 
daughter in without judgement this time. “You are a dreamer like he 
was,” Rosemary sighed, “I’ve always been jealous of your courage, 
your ability to go after what you wanted, to do what you wanted with 
your life.’ Her eyes welled up and threatened to spill over. 

Evelyn protested, “Mother, Dad loved you too! He was so proud 
of you!” 

She brushed off Evelyn’s last sentence with a wave, and the tears 
spilled over effortlessly, “Proud of me? What have J ever done?” 
Something flashed across Rosemary’s face that Evelyn couldn’t quite 
place. Is it longing? 

Rosemary turned into her room and repeated the question to 
herself as she walked through the doorway, “What have I ever done...” 

The door shut behind. 

Evelyn stood and stared at the closed door while her mother’s 


words lingered heavily in the air. 


Chapter 8 


The next morning, the three house guests prepared to go their separate 
ways. Margaret was dragging a little more than the rest, though she 
picked up after Ray’s hangover special of raw egg, aspirin, orange 
juice, and who knows what else. He branded it well for Margaret’s 
sake—a concoction for the treatment of headaches after late nights 
with too much laughter—even going into careful detail about how the 
vitamins released these ‘chemical things...’ gesturing with one hand 
in an aristocratic wave like a tenured professor. Margaret downed it 
with face and spine convulsing after every swallow. 

He grinned at Rosemary and Evelyn, holding up the blender, 
“Anyone else?” 

They declined. 

Ray watched Rosemary and Evelyn through sidelong glances 
while they collected their things. The walls sure are thin at Margaret’s, 
he thought with a wry smile. Couldn't have a private word if your 
life depended on it. The polite awkwardness between Evelyn and 
Rosemary was palpable this morning after their intimate exchange 


last night. They were both trying a little too hard to be casual, but 
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they were coming across as forced and formal and seemed to be 
thinking too hard about how casual people hold their arms. It’s like 
the next time you see someone after accidentally seeing them naked. 
Ray chuckled silently to himself, sending his eyes heavenward: Alan, 
it’s going to be arough ride, but I think these two are finally going to 
learn to see eye to eye. Don't worry, they'll be fine. They've got me. 

Ray chuckled again, almost hearing his older brother’s mock 


groan at this final reassurance. 


Chapter 9 


Three days later, the family filled the front row of the intimate 
Protestant church. The room was shaped like an egg with the stage in 
the middle. Alan’s closed casket was solemnly off to the left covered 
in wreaths. The church was much too small for how many people 
wanted to pay their respects, but it was what Alan wanted, so there 
it was. The standing room in the balcony was crowded with enough 
people to reduce a fire chief to hysterics, yet still more people were 
coming in. Someone finally propped open the big front doors so 
the gatherers could listen from the stairs, and even from the curbs, 
where they sat staring up at the rose wheel and semi-ornate vertical 
windows. 

There were people there that Evelyn had never set eyes on before, 
but who looked at her with a knowing compassion that would have 
made her love her father all the more if that were possible. Many 
present were former students, now teachers who had followed in his 
footsteps, and their families. His old colleagues, and innumerable 
friends from all walks of life were also there, some from decades 


before, and others he’d only just met before he was diagnosed. 
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The music for the service began, and the room stilled to a reverent 
hush as a slideshow began showing photographs of Alan as a boy, 
as a man in the Navy, with his new bride Rosemary, teaching in 
the school, playing basketball with his students, holding Evelyn. 
Strangely enough, Evelyn began to feel a kind of peace while she 
watched his life unfold before her. She caught her breath when she 
saw the photo that she carried with her of Alan’s embrace after 
the ballet. Ten slides later, Alan was holding Nicolas with all the 
pride of a new grandpa. Evelyn put her arm around his shoulders 
and squeezed but Nicholas stiffened and looked straight ahead. She 
slipped her arm back into her lap. This is hard for him, give him space 
to breathe, she reminded herself with a gentle exhale. 

The final slide was a reat of Rosemary and Alan from seven 
years previous that they’d had taken for their fortieth wedding 
anniversary. Before his diagnosis, Rosemary thought. She twisted 
her handkerchief in her hands as her stomach dropped. The picture 
faded and the preacher mounted the stage with slow gravity and 
began his blessing. It proceeded as most funerals do—a haze of 
longing, disbelief, and sentiment sprinkled heavily with hope for 
reunion someday ‘in the sweet by and by.’ 

The preacher finished his talk and descended again, giving 
Rosemary a significant nod. Rosemary steadied herself and climbed 


with composure to the stage. Evelyn watched her mother turn to face 
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the crowd with sad eyes. You can do this Mom, Evelyn nodded to her. 
At the podium, Rosemary looked down at her notes and up again at 
everyone with the composure of the professional that she was. 
“Thank you for being here.” She surveyed the whole of the room, 
their kindness reflected in her eyes, “It would have meant a lot to 
Alan, and I believe it means a lot to him now.” She paused as the 
coffin to her right caught her eye and sent a piercing sadness through 
her. “Most of you know how long the past five years have been. Many 
of you have been by our side while our family has dealt with the anger 
that comes with losing someone you love little by little...May you 
never know that pain.” Her hands gripped the sides of the podium. 
“Alan was the best man I have ever known. There was never a 
time, while he was in his right mind, that he was not good to me, 
or not kind and loving with his family.” She looked for a moment 
at Evelyn, then at Nicholas tenderly, and lost her train of thought. 
Nicholas smiled bravely at her, urging her on. Rosemary found her 
place again and continued, “At the end of five years with Alzheimer’s, 
we were strangers to Alan, and in a way he was a stranger to us.” 
Her knuckles began to turn white on the podium, and she bit 
her lip. When she began again, her voice was soft and husky with 
emotion: “The most precious thing any of us have are the memories 
we hold with our loved ones. When these were taken from Alan, 


it became our responsibility to help him remember who he was. 
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Now that he has passed, it is our responsibility to help each other 
remember the man he was. I charge you all...” Rosemary opened her 
arms as if to embrace the room, “to honor Alan by holding him in 
your memories. Do that...” she smiled and lowered her voice, “‘and 
he will never truly be gone. Thank you.” 

A reverent silence followed, broken only by sniffs as Rosemary 
took her seat beside Nicolas. Evelyn watched with tears in her eyes 
as Nicolas leaned over to Rosemary and kissed her cheek, the way he 
had done since he was a child. Rosemary smiled and patted his leg. 
The church was silent as Ray mounted the platform with long strides 
and looked around, his jovial manner slightly subdued. Ray stood to 
the side of the podium as if he might catch a little too much religion if 
he stood in what he called the “preacher’s spot.” He stuck his hands in 
his pockets and studied his shoes, beginning to rock from toe to heel. 
When he glanced up, he smiled and began intimately, as if addressing 
close friends in his own living room. 

“As some of you know, I am lucky enough to be Alan’s little 
brother. I want to tell you two stories about Alan,” holding up two 
fingers, “the first of which I told forty-seven years ago when I was 
the best man at Alan’s wedding.” He scanned the room and winked 
adding, “If you’d believe it, I was even better looking at that time 


than I am now.” 
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The room laughed, delighted. The heaviness dissipated, and 
people leaned forward in their seats, captivated by his ease. Rosemary 
and Evelyn exchanged amused glances. Those two brothers had quite 
a reputation for being able to work any crowd. Ray continued pacing, 
one hand in a pocket, one hand gesturing as his story began. 

“Now those of you lucky enough to know Alan very well, know 
that he had a unique way of seeing life.’ Ray paused and squinted 
his eyes reaching out his hand into the air as if selecting a diamond: 
“He saw the potential and good in people that the rest of the world 
had already written off. He was what one might call a rare soul. 
Well, when we were boys, this son of a gun—sorry Preach—” more 
chortles from the crowd “—gets it into his head that you aren’t 
really living,” he paused and narrowed his eyes philosophically, 
“unless you’re living your dreams, or something along those lines,” 
shaking his hand in mock-dismissal with a wink knowing that he and 
everyone else in the room could quote Alan’s line verbatim. 

The room laughed good-naturedly. 

Ray thrust his right hand straight in the aft and inquired, “How 
many of you did Alan try to peddle that sorry line to?” 

Two hundred arms shot in the air, and two hundred people were 
instantly friends, craning their necks around, laughing harder at 


being on the inside of the joke. Ray dropped his jaw in mock disbelief 
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at the numbers and shook his head with a sigh, “Too late to get your 
money back.” 

The room erupted infectiously. Rosemary laughed in spite of 
herself. Jf Alan were here, he would have been laughing the hardest, 
she thought to herself with a smile. 

Ray continued, one hand on his hip sweeping his sport coat away, 
one hand beckoning for silence: “I was eight years old when Alan 
got fixated on that idea, probably compiled from his beloved books. 
Even back then he would tell it to anyone who would give a ten-year- 
old sage the time of day. Now, back then I was afraid of my own 
shadow—I know, I know, you'd never believe it! (more laughter)— 
but I was a skittish little guy and just about anything could send me 
into a fit. But my big biciher Alan, he was fearless ’cause he had 
this little motto he believed in. Well, one day Alan sat me down all 
serious and asked me what my dream was.” 

Ray paused for dramatic effect, and a middle-aged woman in the 
front bobbed her head up and down, catching his attention. 

Ray squatted down towards her, and lowered his voice confidingly, 
“He asked you that question too, didn’t he?” 

The woman’s face lit up, and her nods became even more 
enthusiastic as the audience collapsed with laughter. 

Ray put a hand over his heart and shook his head, “Well, God 


bless yah.” 
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The audience shook with laughter, and the woman in the front 
blushed and beamed with all attention. 

Ray waited until the laughter subsided and jumped back in, “So 
here I am at eight years old having this sit down talk with my big 
brother about my dreams. Now, my one dream as a boy was being the 
opposite of what I was. I wanted to be fearless. So, Alan, he listens 
to me all serious and then asks me what I think it would be like to be 
fearless. I tell him it would be like doing all the things Tommy down 
the street bragged about: killing snakes, climbing trees and jumping 
off the bridge into Jones creek. ‘Well, Ray, Alan cocks his head and 
says, ‘then that’s what you’ll do, or you'll never have truly lived, and 
we’re gonna start now, and before I knew what was happening my 
fool brother was dragging me all over creation looking for snakes to 
kill” 

Ray stopped in exasperation and appealed to the crowd for 
affirmation of his brother’s lack of sense. They murmured and 
laughed, looking at their neighbors and laughing again. 

Ray continued, “After a bit of searching, we actually did find a 
big old snake under a tire. Alan gives me a hoe and says he is gonna 
flip the tire, and I’m gonna kill it. Here I am, this skinny little kid 
shaking with fright, holding up a hoe that’s longer than I am, and 
Alan says, ‘count of three, I’1I flip it and you kill it! One-two-three!’” 


Ray paused freezing his expression like a young petrified boy, “Sure 
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enough, there’s a snake alright, but it’s not a black snake like we 
thought...no sir...next thing we know this sound fills the air...” Ray 
makes a sounds like a rattle between his teeth, shaking his forefinger 
finger in the air. 

A little girl in the balcony cried out, “Oh no!” 

Ray points in her direction shouting, “Exactly!” without missing 
a beat, “This snake was mad, and it rushes Alan; he’s jumping back 
yelling at me to ‘Cut its head off! Quick!’ and I knew if I didn’t get 
it quick it was gonna get us even quicker, so I closed my eyes and 
swung at it! The rattle stopped and when I opened my eyes, I realized 
I’d cut it in half, mid-strike where it fell inches from Alan’s leg. Saved 
his life.” 

The audience cheered and stomped its feet. 

“You're all welcome,” Ray said with a gracious bow to more 
laughter. “Needless to say, climbing the tallest tree we could find 
was anticlimactic after killing the rattler, and soon we were on to the 
final test that stood between me and living my dream of being fearless 
as Alan put it,” he smiled wryly. “Jumping off the stone bridge into 
Jones creek. I’1] tell yah, to an eight-year-old it felt as high as Golden 
Gate herself! I stood on that rail, and I started to second guess really 
quick whether or not I really wanted to be fearless like Tommy from 
down the street. I wanted to climb down, but Alan wouldn’t let me. 


He asked me with an unparalleled level of earnestness whether or 
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not I was going to give up on my dream,” Ray smiled and shrugged 
helplessly, “it’s hard to argue with the logic of a ten-year-old— I don’t 
know how many of you have tried it.” 

The audience laughed, exchanging knowing glances. 

“There wasn’t anything else for me to do, so I squeezed my eyes 
shut and jumped over the side, and I’ll tell you what, that space in 
time from the rail to the water was one of the most exhilarating times 
of my life,’ he paused and winced. “Unfortunately the water wasn’t 
deep enough at that time of year to cushion that kind of fall.” The 
audience gasped, but Ray waved his hand again, “Yep, that’s right, I 
broke my leg and bruised a rib, but don’t feel too sorry for me, ’cause 
all the prettiest girls in school signed my cast and by the time it was 
healed my reputation was completely turned around. I was a legend. 
Even Tommy down the street was in awe of me. Turns out he only 
made up the story about jumping off the bridge.” Ray wrinkled his 
face. 

More laughter. 

Ray put his hands back in his pockets and began rocking back and 
forth from toe to heel again. When he spoke, his tone was sentimental, 
“Being with Alan was like that though, right? You might end up with 
a rattler bite or a broken leg, but it would be a time you truly lived. 
When my brother met Rosemary...” he made an affectionate sweep 


of his hand in her direction to which she blushed, “‘he told me with 
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all that same earnestness of a ten-year-old that he had found his 
new dream. As you can see, this classy lady was out of his league,” 
winking at Rosemary, “but he went after her with a single minded 
tenacity, and she made his life beautiful! Soon living his dream 
included inspiring his students to do great things year after year, 
raising a ballerina, and watching his grandson Nicholas grow up.” 
He paused and grew more solemn, “There was never a happier, more 
optimistic man than Alan. Let’s remember him by living the crazy 
dreams he recognized in us. Thank you.” 

Ray left the stage amidst a cloud of applause. Rosemary wiped a 
tear from her eyes and clapped as well. 

Evelyn, smiling through her own tears, rose next to take her 
place on the stage. She faked out into the audience, avoiding the 
sight of the gleaming black casket to her right. She gazed instead at 
all the faces that looked back with quiet, emanating kindness. The 
expressions soothed her terror of speaking before them and the pain 
of the circumstances. A little color returned to her cheeks. Evelyn 
began with a slight tremor in her voice. 

“Uncle Ray was right. My Dad was nothing if not a believer in 
dreams.” Her voice was trembled. “My own was rather far-fetched— 


as you heard—I wanted to be a professional ballerina.” 
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She looked up sheepishly from the podium. The crowd took in her 
beauty and vulnerability and accepted her instantly with a collective 
“awww...” 

She laughed nervously, feeling a little better, “Yeah, I know. My 
earliest memory is in a tutu. Dad even built a barre in my room so I 
could practice my form. There were endless routines I made up for 
him in the living room and after each bow he never failed to clap and 
ask to see it again.” 

A sob escaped Evelyn. “I’m sorry,” she choked out, turning her 
back to the audience for a moment to collect herself. 

Uncle Ray boomed out from the front row, “It’s all right honey!” 

There was not a dry eye in the place as the audience again burst 
into supportive applause and shouted encouragements. 

Evelyn turned back, touched by the support, and caught Nicolas’s 
eye. He nodded at her and mouthed, “You can do this, Mom.” It was 
the first time in weeks he had reached out to her. 

She smiled, wiping the tears from her cheeks with the back of 
her hand. Her voice steadied as she continued, “There were times I 
wanted to quit, times when I thought my dream was too hard, too 
impossible, but Dad kept believing in me, and when I turned eighteen, 
my dream paid off and I was accepted into the San Francisco Ballet.” 


The audience applauded warmly. 
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Evelyn continued, “These past five years have made me wonder 
what there is for me to reach for now that that dream is past. But 
in these final desperate months with my father, his struggle with 
Alzheimer’s helped me discover a new purpose and dream.” Evelyn 
looked up now at her mother, and the other aging faces in the audience 
and gained momentum, “Doctors tell us there is no cure for this 
disease...that the diagnosis is a death sentence, that all we can do is 
sit by while it robs us of everything that matters.” She paused to let 
this sink in. 

The room was quiet, though a few people, nodded along with her. 

Evelyn continued with resolution in her voice, “It wasn’t until my 
father was diagnosed that I learned how widespread this disease is, 
how many people had Gere gone through this nightmare, and how 
many more were sentenced to a similar fate every day. My new dream 
is to find that cure, to stop this horrible disease from robbing—” 
she wanted to say ‘my mother, but caught herself just in time, “from 
robbing anyone else in this room of their loved ones.” 

Evelyn’s face glowed with purpose. The people watched 
spellbound. She was every inch her father’s daughter. 

“If my Dad could have lived another lifetime after going through 
what he did the past five years, I believe that he would have devoted 
his life to fighting for a cure so that none of you or your loved ones,” 


sweeping the audience, “would be sentenced to go through what 
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he did. Someday soon, I hope to stand before you again with solid 
answers and a way forward, and I hope that when that time comes you 
will stand with me against this disease for my father’s sake.” Evelyn 
looked at the faces and ended simply, “It means the world to me and 
to my family that you are here to remember him with us. Thank you.” 
The walk back to her seat was a blur. Once she sat down, Evelyn 
began to tremble with adrenaline. She bowed her head with emotion 
as one thought filled her being. J Jove vou Dad. I'll always love vou. 
It wasn’t until Uncle Ray squeezed her shoulders that she looked up 


and realized that the room had risen to its feet with applause. 


Chapter 10 


The funeral reception was held in a rectangular hall with tall ceilings 
and large bay windows that faced the sunset. A round table with 
pristine white tablecloths covered the expanse with two long white 
tables against opposite walls, one filled with delicacies for the guests, 
the other covered with flowers, pictures, and cards from well-wishers. 
The far end of the room had a small stage with a microphone and a 
continual line of people waiting to share a memory of Alan. 
Nicholas attended the same school where Alan had taught for 
the last twenty years of his career. Alan’s old coworkers and former 
students had been coming up to Nicholas all night, offering him 
condolences along with anecdotes about their own special connection 
with Alan. But Nicholas was a private soul, and all the public grieving 
was getting to be way too much. As soon as he could, he found a far 
corner from which to survey the room, and leaned against the walls 
pensively, hands in pockets. He was wearing a sharply tailored black 
suit that happened to be causing quite a stir among the girls his age 
who invented excuses to pass by his little corner, only to lose their 


nerve and clump together nervously. 


ay 


60 Kin WONG 

Unaware that he had their attention, Nicholas rested a hand on his 
lower ribcage and ran his index finger against the smooth platinum 
of the tie clip that used to be his Alan’s. The attentions and emotions 
of the day were wearing on him. Everywhere he had gone he was 
followed by empathetic eyes, concerned looks, and some variation 
of “Are you doing, ok?” to which he mumbled invariably that he was 
doing “‘fine” but that he was just on his way to tell his Aunt Margaret 
something. This proved an effective strategy in escaping whomever 
was trying to engage him. His grief was personal, and he wanted it 
to keep it that way. 

Looking up, Nicholas spotted Rosemary across the room and 
watched with amusement as she attempted to break off from a well- 
meaning frizzy-haired woman who was talking a mile a minute. 
Rosemary lit up as Nicholas caught her eye, and she waved to him as 
if he had just called out to her, excusing herself from the conversation. 

“Hey Grandma Rose,” he greeted her in his ever-deepening voice. 

She grabbed his elbow and steered him towards the opposite wall, 
“Ts that garrulous woman following me?” | 

Nicholas glanced nonchalantly over her shoulder, “Mildred? 
Nope, she’s already latched on to someone else.” 

Rosemary sighed, relieved. He grinned at her. She looked up at 
him with a wry smile, “She means well. I suppose. Come on, let’s 


get some air.” 
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She linked her arm in his, and they meandered towards the 
elevator that led to the roof, which he had discovered by accident 
earlier that afternoon. It was their agreed upon escape route. When 
they reached the top, a rope barred their entrance. It had a handwritten 
placard attached reading, “Roof access is closed.” 

They hesitated. 

Rosemary sighed with mock-regret: “Oh man, left my reading 
glasses at home.” She pretended to squint at the words then looked 
at Nicholas mischievously, “I can’t quite make this out...” 

Nicholas grinned and quickly unfastened the rope letting the 
placard fall with it to the side. 

“What placard?” he replied looking innocently around. 

She laughed that lovely silvery laugh as he offered her his arm. 
They stepped out onto a big deck lit by twinkling lights overlooking 
the city. It was peaceful. The sun had just set, and the sky was still 
streaked with color. Nicholas found two chairs in the corner and 
set them out side by side, facing west. He took off his sport coat in 
one swift motion and placed it around Rosemary’s shoulders before 
sitting down himself and rolling up his sleeves to the elbow. The 
two of them understood each other better than anyone else did. They 
sat there enjoying the quiet as the knots unwound, each safe and 


comfortable in the other’s company. 
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The stars began to come out before Rosemary turned with a 
regretful smile to Nicholas. 

“We'd better get back before they send out a search party.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Nicholas scratched at a spot on his chair arm. 

Neither got up. 

Twenty minutes later, Margaret burst through the door, surveying 
them sternly: “Uh huh, that’s what I thought.” 

Nicholas and Rosemary exchanged guilty glances. 

Margaret got taller, hands on hips, “All right guys, back in the 
center ring.” 

They stood, knowing better than to try resisting Margaret. She 
walked between them, gripping their arms with irritable affection 
as she muttered under her breath about people putting up placards 
for a reason. Margaret deposited them back in the main hall and 
hurried off. Nicholas unrolled his sleeves with a chuckle and raised 
an eyebrow at Rosemary. She smiled and shook her head at her older 
sister, handing Nicholas back his sports coat. 

There were still about a hundred people in the now candlelit hall, 
some around the white tables, some standing in circles lit by the 
soft flicking glow. Margaret really has done a lovely job, Rosemary 
thought gratefully. Nicholas saw a group of friends from school 


waving to him. He kissed Rosemary on the cheek and turned to go, 
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draping his coat with one finger over his shoulder: “Thanks for the 
break, Gramma Rose,” 

“Anytime Nick.” She watched him go, so handsome and fretful. / 
wish I could save him this pain. I worry about him. Rosemary broke 
her gaze from Nicholas’s retreating figure and scanned the room. She 
saw Evelyn talking to a group of their older friends in a circle nearby. 
Evelyn saw Rosemary and waved her over to the circle. 

She joined them with a smile. A woman with a fluff of white hair 
and a bit of a stoop, greeted her with a warm hug, including her in 
the stream of conversation. 

“Ah Rosie, dear, we were just talking to Evelyn about the swing 
dancing we did when you and Alan were first married.” The woman 
rested a thin hand on Evelyn’s arm. “Pat and I used to go out every 
night dancing with those two! Halfway through the night, Rosie 
and I would kick off our shoes, and we’d keep on going ’til the sun 
came up!” 

Evelyn looked at her mother in disbelief. 

Rosemary laughed, and tipped her elegant head, enjoying 
Evelyn’s surprise, “Oh yes, Marilyn and I use to cut a rug with the 
best of them.” 

“Mom, I didn’t know you could dance!” Evelyn responded with 


surprise, “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you dance!” 
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Rosemary smiled, “Oh Evelyn, you didn’t think that you got your 
dancing abilities from your father, did you?” 

Evelyn smiled at her mother and shook her head in wonder. Who 
is this woman? 

Marilyn broke through Evelyn’s thoughts in her singsong voice, 
“Your mother used to do it all! Foxtrot, swing, waltz, and man, could 
she tango! Those were the days!!” 

Marilyn began to sway to the big band music in her head raising 
two frail hands in the air as if the memory made her feel young and 
frisky again, dancing in place with hips that still had quite a bit of 
swing despite one of them being brand new or maybe because of it. 
Evelyn watched with shining eyes as the dancing Marilyn grabbed 
her Mother’s hand and lifted it as Rosemary twirled deftly under, and 
Marilyn followed with a spin both striking a pose with a “ta-da!” The 
group clapped and cheered as the two bowed. 

Evelyn burst out, “You’re amazing! Why did you stop 
dancing, Mom?” | 

A shadow flitted behind Rosemary’s eyes. Only Evelyn caught it 
before it was gone. Rosemary considered. Our lives revolved around 
your dancing. Your dreams. She responded evenly, “We got busy 
with careers, and then we had you. You know how it is. By the time 


our evenings were free again, those old places where we danced 
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were shut down. We had no idea where people even went to dance 
anymore.” 

Marilyn broke in with a girlish gasp, “Don’cha miss it though? 
Pat and I used to get a group together and do ballroom dancing at 
one of the community centers.” She laid a hand on Rosemary’s arm, 
“They used to have a ballroom class every day of the week, but now 
it’s down to one, and it’s always during Pat’s appointments, so we 
have trouble makin’ it out there. Isn’t that right, Pat?” She finished, 
turning to him with a wide-eyed smile. Pat felt his wife’s eyes on 
him. He turned and realized a response was expected of him, and 
having turned off his hearing aid an hour ago he chose to go with 
a non-committal nod, answering, “Mmmmhmmm, that’s about the 
short of it.” 

Marilyn shot him a suspicious look, but then another question 
turned her attention, saving Pat. He sighed in relief. 

The conversation meandered here and there, but Evelyn was lost 
in watching her mother, seeing her as if for the first time. The wheels 
turned furiously in her head. 


I wonder... 


Chapter 11 


A month and a half passed. March brought with it the blooming 
cherry trees and sweet scents of California lilacs borne on the bay 
breezes. The newness of spring filled the city. 

Evelyn sat behind the large mahogany desk in her office at the 
Dance Academy. Its glass walls faced the main rotunda that branched 
into four hallways, boasting room after room of mirrored walls and 
gleaming floors. Evelyn enjoyed being at the center of the dance 
school, surrounded by the bustling rustle of colorful tutus. Eager 
young hopefuls spun around the outside of her office, followed by 
stern looking mothers armed to the teeth with bobby pins and advice. 

Evelyn normally loved it all. There was an excitement in the 
air that made Evelyn feel young again, and brought her back to 
the good old days. She had a bit of a faribonine among the teenage 
ballerinas, who adored her for “making it.” They were often in her 
office, looking for encouragement, advice, or just someone to vent 
to after a rough session. Evelyn had been the Administrator since 
Nicholas was a baby. The Director, Robert Sullivan, was a friend 


of her father’s, and he was sympathetic towards her after the injury 
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that ended her dance career. When he offered her the administrator 
position, she jumped at the opportunity to still have at least one foot 
in the dance world. But these past six months had unsettled her. 

Evelyn’s large mahogany desk was covered with papers. They 
were not schedules for the dance rooms or dance applications, but 
loose stacks of a multitude of case studies on the treatment and 
prevention of Alzheimer’s. So far the countless studies were all in 
agreement on the bottom-line, that there was no effective treatment 
and no cure. Evelyn had no choice but to keep searching. 

Click. Scan. Print. Read. Highlight. Repeat. Bombard anyone 
who enters the office with information. 

Not everyone was happy about her new obsession. Her adoring 
ballerinas found her distracted as of late, less sympathetic to their 
troubles. One by one, they had stopped dropping in though Evelyn 
had been too preoccupied to notice. 

While she sat and stared at yet another article opened on her 
laptop, an email from Jane popped up. She had been kind enough 
to patiently respond to Evelyn’s many queries with links to credible 
sources. Evelyn pursued these new leads with new hope. The first 
link opened to a slideshow with a picture of healthy nerve cells, 
extending into connections in all directions. Like a sea of octopi. 
The next few slides showed in contrast the damaged nerve cells of 


an Alzheimer’s patient: first tangled, then strangled, then dead and 
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black. Yikes. The final slide showed a brain shrunken by Alzheimer’s 
next to a healthy brain, which seemed to dwarf it in comparison. 

Evelyn scrolled down and read, “In the final stages of Alzheimers 
the victim loses her ability to swallow and perform other automatic 
functions...” she scanned down, “... though there are a few medication 
options, they merely used to treat symptoms, and are unable to 
halt the progression of the disease. Additionally, the temporary 
benefits of these medications are often out-weighed by adverse side 
effects. ** Only one-third of patients respond positively to medication 
though the benefits wear off in an average of six months.” 4 

Making a mental note of that last statistic, she closed the tab, and 
clicked on the final link. 

As she skimmed the article, she realized that she had seen either 
read it before or it contained the similar information. However, she 
was struck by a pull-quote highlighted with large bold font: “An 
estimated sixty to eighty percent of dementia cases are caused by 
Alzheimer’s.”? 

Evelyn paused, leaned back in her chair, and closed her eyes, 
wrapping her arms around her slim torso. 

Okay, Dad. I started this because of you. Is this just a dead end? 

The door swung open, and one of the dance teachers leaned in, 


“Ts this a bad time?” 
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Evelyn looked up a little startled and greeted her with an attempted 
smile as she tried to straighten the papers on her desk but quickly 
gave up and folded her hands on top of them. 

“Come in, Karen. What can I do for you?” 

Karen remained right where she was, head in the office, body 
in the lobby, and she spoke with ill-concealed irritation as she 
instantaneously scanned the disarray of Evelyn’s desk and her screen- 
blurred eyes, “Listen, Evelyn, we’ve got two classes who are trying 
to use in the same room...Can you tell us who is supposed to be in 
room 10A?” 

“Yeah, just give me a sec.” Evelyn pulled up the schedule. Shit. 
Sure enough, she had scheduled both the Jazz class and the Tap 
class for 11:00 in room 10A. Shit, shit, shit. This is the third time this 
month. “Sorry, Karen. Just give me another second here.” 

Karen tapped her fingernails on the door and pursed her lips. 
An impatient mother in the rotunda called to Karen sharply and 
she pulled her head out of the office to answer back, “Hang on, I’m 
finding out now.” She stuck her head back into Evelyn’s office, and 
asked sharply, “Well?” 

“Karen, I’m so sorry. It’s my fault. I don’t know how it happened, 
but I double-booked. Room 8A is open. Will that work?” 

Karen grimaced. “Evelyn, when was the last time you were in 


room 8A?” 
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Evelyn started to get flustered, “It’s been a while...I know it’s 
not ideal, but...” 

“Not ideal?” Karen retorted in disgust, “Vo one uses that room 
for a reason. The AC is out, the sound system doesn’t work, the 
cleaning lady hasn’t found her way back there in months, and the 
floor is filthy. It is not useable.” Karen’s face got redder, and Evelyn 
braced for the storm. Here it comes... 

‘Honestly, Evelyn,” Karen raised her voice with all the pent up 
fury of a slighted diva: “This...,” gesturing to all the research, “is 
not your job. You are not a medical professional or a doctor. Why 
don’t you stick to doing the job you are here for so we can do ours?” 

Karen turned and pulled the door closed abruptly behind her. 
Evelyn watched her through the glass wall as she flounced off with 
the young troupe of dancers bouncing close behind. Evelyn’s heart 
sank. I’m going to hear about this later. 

But, like a moth to the flame, she picked up another study. Her 
eyes fell on a statistic: “Women are more than two-thirds more likely 
than men to develop Alzheimer’s.” *° | 

There. Evelyn looked up triumphantly. Karen, you unpleasant 


woman! Someday you may thank me for doing what isn’t my job. 


Chapter 12 


Robert paced the length of his office in elegant strides, arms clasped 
behind his back, brow furrowed. He was a well-dressed portly man 
whose photograph—taken in his younger years when tights were 
not out of the question—graced the halls of the school that he had 
directed now for thirty-five years. He had just been visited by a 
disgruntled dance teacher who had brought to his door the tenth 
complaint against his administrator in a three-month period. Robert 
paused at the window, bringing one arm across his broad chest, 
resting the elbow of the opposite arm atop it, resting his chin in the 
palm of his hand as he thought. Evelyn was a friend and favorite of 
his, but even so, he could not deny her inattention to her work. He 
sighed, wishing all this could be avoided. Alan’s illness and passing 
has affected Evelyn greatly...but this manic, hopeless obsession of 
finding a cure for an incurable disease is no way for a beautiful 
woman to live out the prime of her life. He nodded decidedly, strode 
over to the phone console on his desk and pressed 0. 
“Madison?” 


A nasally voice came on the line 
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“Morning, Sir.” 

“Arrange for Evelyn to come to my office at one.” 

“Of course, sir.” 

When she heard from Madison, Robert’s receptionist, Evelyn had 
a sinking feeling this had something to do with Karen, and possibly a 
few other things as well. She freshened her lipstick and pulled out her 
hairband, teasing out the waves of her dark hair with her fingertips for 
good measure. Evelyn could almost hear her mother’s words, “Your 
deportment tells people how they can treat you.” So, she threw her 
shoulders back and began the trek through the labyrinth of hallways, 
with chin high, stopping before the large double oak doors with 
the golden placard above in impressive block lettering announcing, 
“Director’s Office.” 

Evelyn knocked lightly, butterflies in her stomach. 

The answer came, muffled through the thick doors, “Come in.” 

Robert’s face lit up immediately upon her entrance. He clasped 
her hand warmly and motioned her to a chair. 

Evelyn sat with perfect posture on the edge of one of the leather 
chair. She leaned forward, doing her best to keep her expression calm 
and even. Robert remained standing a moment long, one hand on his 
hip at the belt, one hand at his mouth, with his forefinger resting like 
a mustache over his top lip. Finally, he turned back to Evelyn and 


perched on the chair across from her. 
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“My dear, it has come to my attention through the complaints of 
a handful of teachers and a few of our patrons that things are falling 
through the cracks.” 

He paused apologetically while Evelyn looked at the toes of her 
shoes. 

“If you need a longer leave of absence to grieve, then we can find 
a temp until you are ready to come back.” 

She looked up, and he studied her face. “I’m worried about 
you, Evelyn. Your energies revolve around this disease like a 
Shakespearean tragedy.” 

Isn't it though? 

Evelyn opened her mouth to protest, but he raised his hand to stop 
her: “The other teachers are worried too. Finding a cure is all you 
seem to think about anymore. Evelyn...you have a life to live,” he 
stated imploringly. “This disease has stolen five years already. Don’t 
let it steal another moment.” 

He waited. 

Evelyn felt like the wind was knocked out of her. Js he right? 
After all the research she’d done she was no closer to the answer she 
was looking for. She sighed, and her face fell. 

Robert caught his breath and continued benignly, “Obviously, I 
cannot control how you spend your time when you leave these doors 


but,” his tone was kind but serious, “we need someone who is going 
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to keep this school running smoothly. If you no longer feel passionate 
about working in the world of dance, then we can address that. 
Otherwise, I expect you to spend your time here on things related to 
this school, not in saving the rest of the world.” 

The last few words were spoken gently. Still, they brought tears 
to Evelyn’s eyes. She looked down at the hands in her lap. A wave of 
self-pity swept over her. No, there’s no time for that. Evelyn shook 
it off and straightened up, tipping her chin up to look him straight 
in the eye, a solitary tear running its course unhindered down her 
smooth cheek. 

Robert took in the tear with consternation and hated himself for 
having been its cause: “Forgive me, my dear, I said too much. No 
cause for tears, all we need is a refocusing and everything will be 
fine. In fact,” his face lit up at the forthcoming proof of his confidence 
in her, “I have a new responsibility I wish you to handle for me.” He 
paused, looking pleased. 

Evelyn made her voice even before speaking, “Of course. I will 
certainly adjust and be happy to take on whatever else you need me 
to do here.” 

Robert beamed, “Good girl. Well, as you know fundraising for 
the school will be starting up come fall. Now, normally I’m the one 
jumping from event to event giving speeches and pitching the merits 


of our programs, etcetera, etcetera. However, this year I’m going 
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to have my time absorbed elsewhere, so I want you to step in.” He 
finished and grinned at Evelyn, expecting her to be delighted. 

Evelyn gaped at him. Her mouth felt dry. “I’m sorry sir, I must 
be misunderstanding...what is it you want me to do?” 

“Speak at these events, Evelyn! Move the people to give! The idea 
popped into my head after Alan’s service. The people /oved you. You 
are perfect for this.” 

Evelyn looked up at the ceiling flustered: “I’m really, really not 
the right person for that...the only reason J did that was because I had 
to...it was an easy audience because they were all friends and family, 
and even then I was trembling!” Evelyn shook her head at Robert, 
“Speaking in public is not my thing; there are any number of people 
on staff here who would be more qualified than me,” she insisted. 

Robert studied her. The resolve on his face alarmed her, “Evelyn, 
I want you to do it, not someone else.” She opened her mouth again, 
but he silenced her with a regal raised hand: “This will be good for 
you my dear. It will get you out from behind that desk and interacting 
with the world again, maybe even give you a positive focus for your 
energies.” 

His face was immovable. Kind, but immovable. After twenty 
years at the school, Evelyn knew it was useless to argue against that 


face. The knot in her stomach grew. 
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“Which brings me to this...” He rose to his desk and shuffled 
through a few papers to pull out a brochure. He crossed back and 
handed it with a smile to Evelyn. 

““Toastmasters’?” she read quizzically, “‘Where leaders are 
made.’ What is this?” 

“Your training,” he said simply, “The first meeting is today at 
four in Napa Valley.” He looked at his watch and grinned at her 
indulgently: “You have the rest of the afternoon off to attend the 
meeting.” 

That’s over two hours away. I love Napa, but surely there are 
closer options. 

“T know it’s a bit of a drive,” he went on as if reading her thoughts. 
“But this specific group does things a little bit differently than the 
groups that meet here in the city. It will be a perfect fit for you. 
Trust me.” 

Evelyn was not convinced, not about any of this, but it was clear 
he wanted her there, so that was that. She forced a smile and replied 
in what she hoped would pass for an enthusiastic tone, “Of course, 
sir.” At least I’m not fired yet. 

He rose and led her to the door. 


“Chin up, Dear. This is just what you need.” 


Chapter 13 


The crisp air whipped wildly through her hair, exhilarating Evelyn’s 
senses. She pressed down heavier on the gas, and the little roadster 
zoomed around the winding curves that led to Napa Valley. The 
vineyards stretched for miles at the foot of the rolling verdant hills. 
The sun dipped down in the distance. 

I’ve missed this. It’s gorgeous out here. 

Evelyn’s family used to frequent Napa Valley, celebrating 
birthdays and nner caries at Alan’s favorite restaurant—a little 
Tuscan-style place in St. Helena, with a California twist and a 
spectacular wine list, complete with an old school sommelier. 

When she reached the border of Yountville, the GPS took her ona 
wending way through the town, past charming houses, and buildings 
covered with thick creeping ivy, shaped and pruned meticulously to 
show off the fertile opulence of the valley. 

The directions deposited her in front of a gorgeous old Victorian 
house. Evelyn read the sign: “The Avery Center.” She smiled to 
herself. J wonder if Robert would know if I skipped the meeting and 


got dinner at the resort. Have a glass of wine, maybe a little dancing 


To, 
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after...She reflected a moment and shook her head. J guess Nicholas 
got some of his rebellious ways from me. She grinned, and parked 
the car with a resigned sigh. 

The front door sat ajar. She walked through, comforted in 
apache that a first time visitor probably wouldn’t be expected to 
make a speech, or whatever the hell it is they do at Toastmasters. A 
sign at the door pointed the way through the house to the meeting. 
The buzz of a group led her down the hall and into a large living 
room. 

A dozen white heads filled the cozy space, some conversing 
across the room between the two long couches, some looking through 
their notes from the comfort of the leather wing back chairs pulled 
close to the fireplace. An elderly woman perched on the window seat 
behind the long couch. She smiled up at Evelyn, and took her bag off 
the long cushion beside her. Evelyn made her way over and slipped 
next to her with relief. 

The woman spoke in an undertone offering her hand, “Susan.” 

‘Evelyn: } 

Susan smiled, and tipped her head graciously. 

“Have you been to a Toastmasters meeting before, Evelyn?” 


“No, this is my first time.” 
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She nodded. “I think you’ll like it. Our group is a little bit different 
than most of the meetings out there...we’re a bit...” she considered 
for a moment, “Jooser.” 

Evelyn assured her that she wouldn’t know the difference. 

Susan seemed about to say something more, when the meeting 
showed signs of coming to order. Conversations were hurriedly 
concluded as a tall elderly gentleman hoisted himself up and began 
shuffling to the front. The heads turned towards him, marking his 
progress to the podium, where he braced himself by placing his 
palms on its edges, leaning forward in a long diagonal line from his 
hips to the crown of his head. He addressed the room in a gravelly 
voice. 

“Welcome to Toastmasters. My name is Charles, and I am the club 
president. I call this meeting to order.” Evelyn noticed that his hand 
shook in the gavel’s descent. He set the gavel down and replaced his 
grip on the pulpit’s edge. His smile broadened as he spotted Evelyn. 
“Before I turn things over to the toastmaster of the evening, I’d like 
to give the newcomer,” extending an arm in her direction, “a enc 
to introduce herself and tell us a little bit about why she is here.” 

Oh shit. Evelyn froze as a dozen white heads swiveled and 
bobbed eagerly to take her in. A shrunken woman across the way 
with two pairs of spectacles around her neck hastily donned the 


larger pair and squinted at Evelyn. The woman blinked her magnified 
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eyes in surprise and pressed a hand against her neighbor’s shoulder, 
whispering a little too loudly, “Well isn’t she beautiful!” 

The room tittered and surveyed Evelyn for themselves approvingly. 
Evelyn blushed at the attention. 

Charlie shot the big-eyed woman a warning look, “Betty...” 

Betty snapped her mouth shut and dropped her glasses with a 
huff. She crossed her thin arms across her sagging chest and muttered 
defiantly, “Well she is.” 

Order restored, the President turned back to Evelyn with. an 
apologetic smile and nodded to her again to begin. 

Evelyn clasped and unclasped her hands in front of her, “My 
name is Evelyn,” she began. The room smiled. A handsome man in 
the middle of the couch caught her eyes and distracted her. Wow. He 
had dark hair and bright green eyes and a deep calm expression. He 
looks about my age... 

“Uhhh, it’s my first time at a Toastmasters meeting... don’t 
really know what to expect...I hadn’t heard of you before today, but 
I’m glad to be here.” Evelyn lied about that last part. “My boss wants 
me to speak at some events for our dance school so he sent me here 
to prepare, so uh, thanks for having me.” Evelyn sat back into the 
window seat and waited for her heart to stop pounding, replaying 


what she said in her head again and again. 
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The room murmured at her and smiled. She blushed and 
consciously resisted the urge to stare at the man with the green eyes. 

Charles nodded at her and continued, “Welcome Evelyn. It’s 
wonderful to have another young person with us.” 

He turned back to the meeting notes. The meeting carried on 
and her body flooded with relief to know her speaking part was over. 
She watched curiously as the handsome man was introduced as the 
Toastmaster for the evening. Of course. 

Evelyn studied him curiously. He spoke with great composure, 
introducing himself as Michael, and went around the room and 
assigned roles for the evening. Phyllis, the woman with the long white 
hair, would be the grammarian; Darrel, a man with sunken cheeks 
by the fire, would be the general evaluator; Susan, who reminded 
Evelyn of a softer version of her mother, would be the “‘ah counter.” 
I wonder what that means...It sounds French. Evelyn watched the 
proceedings closely, envious of Michael’s composure. J wonder how 
long he’s been coming here. 

The meeting continued with much more structure than Evelyn 
anticipated. Tonight there were three long speeches, one of which was 
given by a man named Jack, who introduced himself as the manager 
of KVET Television. 

He began his speech in a roundabout way, “Most people outside 


of the TV world do not understand the beautiful, genius behind 
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commercials. They believe commercials to be a waste of their time, 
companies brainwashing the viewers, trying to peddle the newest- 
overpriced-painted-plastic items.” Jack shook his head, “But that, my 
friends, is not the true genius and purpose of the commercial.” With 
that he launched into his story of a day when everything that could go 
wrong on set did—a fledgling newscaster was getting the name of the 
Mayor wrong in the interview, the ‘just in breaking news’ had a typo 
in it that had an entire ethnic group up in arms, and a stray dog was 
tugging rapaciously on the coat of a reporter trying to give a drought 
update. The cherry on the top was the streaker who began crossing 
back and forth across the street closer and closer in the background 
of a serious interview. This was particularly egregious because the 
first person to notice was a viewer who called it in. 

“So, here I am looking at the screen, sweating bullets in absolute 
disbelief at how badly everything is going, and you know what saved 
my job that day? Those little three minute heroes. When they come 
on, viewers sigh in mild annoyance, and change the channel, or get 
up to go to the bathroom, oblivious to what’s happening behind the 
screen when we cut to commercials. That day my guys were killing 
it in those three minutes: making calls, doing spell checks, writing 
up preemptive apologies to save our jobs, chasing off wild dogs, and 
relocating streakers to other streets to preserve the innocence of our 


viewers. Oh yes, commercials,” he paused to take a breath, “They 
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are more than a white duck peddling life insurance. They are career 
savers. Thank you.” 

The room laughed and applauded. Susan and Evelyn exchanged 
amused glances. She was surprised to find herself enjoying this. 
Two more speeches were given followed by a round of impromptu 
short speeches on surprise topics. Some of the people were witty, 
some nervous, some well-practiced. It wasn’t as intimidating as she 
thought it would be. At least from the window seat. At the end of the 
night, Michael turned the meeting back over to the club president. It 
took Charles a minute to extract himself from the soft couch. When 
he made it successfully back to the podium, he expressed immense 
satisfaction in the progress everyone had made. 

“Our meeting next week will be a little different. Everyone will 
prepare a 2-3 minute speech on a topic of their choice, and our 
meeting time will be spent hearing as many speeches as possible. We 
will be selecting the speakers at random from a hat. Now J am aware 
that this is a departure from the usual meeting structure,” he added as 
a man in the corner with a bulbous nose huffed and crossed his arms 
disagreeably over his belly, “but we voted last week that we would 
give this a try once every couple of months. If you feel too strongly 
about it...,” he looked at the man who had begun to grumble under 
his breath, “then you need not participate.” The grumbling stopped. 


Charles continued, “As there is no further business to discuss, I call 
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this meeting of Toastmasters to a close.” The gavel rapped, and the 
room began to buzz with conversation. 

Half the room made a beeline to Evelyn, pumping her hand in 
welcome, telling her it was good, “so good to have a young person 
here.” Jack came up to her and offered his hand. 

Srey lnidack 7 

“Evelyn. Nice to meet you. Loved your story!” she said laughing. 

Jack shoved his hands in his pockets and grinned. “Glad to 
entertain,” he replied. “Hopefully all us old people haven’t scared 
you out of coming back,” he gestured around the room at his 
contemporaries with a smile. 

She smiled, “No, of course not.” 

“Good. So what is it you do, Evelyn?” 

“Well...I used to be a professional ballerina...” 

Jack stared at her with interest, “No kiddin’?” 

“Yeah. It was a long time ago.” 

“And how long were you a ballerina?” 

“Four years. Not as long as I had hoped. I landed wrong once 
and ended up with an ankle injury that surgery couldn’t correct. so 
I had to retire.” 

Jack nodded with kind eyes. “That had to have been hard. What 


is it you do now?” 
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“Well...1 work as an administrator at a Dance Academy in San 
Francisco.” Evelyn felt a sudden dissatisfaction with her life that 
surprised her. She shifted, “Actually, most of my time now is spent 
searching for a cure for Alzheimer’s. It’s a bit of an obsession I 
suppose. My father passed away with advanced Alzheimer’s a little 
over a month ago—” 

“Oh God, I’m so sorry.” Jack broke in with soft eyes. 

“Thank you. It was a long time coming,” Evelyn took a shaky 
breath, “Right now it feels like all I do is read case studies, searching 
for answers or people that will lead to a cure. Believe me, I know that 
sounds ridiculous and pretentious, but I knew next to nothing about 
the disease when it hit my Dad, and it was too late too soon,” the 
words were tumbling out, “and now my mother is starting to show 
some of the same beginning signs Dad did, and I don’t want to lose 
her too.” Evelyn finished and looked up at Jack, her blue eyes bright 
with emotion. 

Jack’s voice softened. “I understand. I lost my mother a few years 
after we found out she had Alzheimer’s.” 

Susan still sitting beside Evelyn jumped in, “My older brother 
was diagnosed last year.” Susan’s eyes were full. Evelyn felt emotion 
and relief sweep through her. They understand. Finally, someone 


understands... 
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Jack put a hand on her shoulder, “Keep looking for that cure, 
Evelyn. We need people like you who won’t give up.” 

That’s my answer. Evelyn smiled at Jack, gratitude warming her 
heart. A figure to Jack’s left caught her eye, and she looked up to see 
Michael there waiting. The tender expression on his face revealed 
that he had heard the conversation. 

He met her eye and extended a hand, “Evelyn, right? I’m Michael.” 

His hand gripped hers warmly. He was handsome and well-built, 
with striking features, a strong jawline, and confidently squared 
shoulders. He had a quiet presence that relaxed Evelyn as he shook 
her hand. He seems really nice, not in that push over way but in a 
genuine, kind, strong way. Geez, could his eyes be any greener? 

She smiled, “Ah, the Toastmaster himself.” 

He laughed, flashing his even white teeth, as he bowed slightly 
to her, “At your service.” He straightened up and threw a sidelong 
glance at Jack, a smile playing about the corners of his mouth, “It’s 
nice to have another young person around.” 

Jack looked at Michael in mock-resentment, “What, you tired of 
being surrounded by the geriatric ward?” 

Michael joked back, “Of course not! I love hearing about all your 
new aches and pains every week.” He flashed another smile at Evelyn, 


and she laughed as Jack retaliated by pounding Michael on the back. 
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“Ow, Ow! Ok, I didn’t mean it.” Michael conceded stepping out 
of arms range. 

Jack brushed off his jacket sleeves in satisfaction. This done, he 
turned back to Evelyn and changed the subject: “I don’t know if you 
already have an idea for a speech next week or not, but I’d love to 
hear more about your years as a ballerina,” his eyes glowed, “My wife 
and I go see the Nutcracker ballet every Christmas. The Dance of the 
Sugar Plum Fairies make me cry every time,” he turned to Michael 
with balled fists, expecting a smart remark, but Michael seconded 
Jack’s suggestion. 

“Yeah, great idea, Jack. We’d all love to hear about that.” 

“Ok...yeah, ’ll think about it!” Evelyn looked at her watch: “I 
should be going. I’ve got abit ofa drive, and I need to get back to my 
son. It was nice meeting you all.” 

Cheery goodbyes followed Evelyn out of the house, and she 
walked with a light heart back to her car. J hate to say it, but maybe 
Robert was right. This was good for me. 

The drive home was quiet. Evelyn unpacked her night as she 
wove peacefully around the curves in the starlit night. 

I wonder if Michael is the real deal...Probably not, so few men 
are... Still, there’s something about him...Not that you should be 
thinking about that at all. Where is your head? There are speeches 


to write and a teenager to take care of and a cure to find... 
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Yet despite her resistance, her thoughts gravitated pleasantly 
towards Michael’s eyes. The little roadster gained speed as Evelyn 
remembered the way her hand felt in his... 


She smiled. 


Chapter 14 


While Evelyn was driving to Napa Valley, Rosemary was in her 
backyard enjoying the cool spring weather. It was still a novelty to 
have time to herself, and she had forgotten how she spent her days 
before she became Alan’s caregiver. Her sadly neglected garden 
caught her eye, and ten minutes later she was happily digging up the 
beds and clipping back the weary tulips with an expert hand. She 
talked all the while, to herself, to Alan, to God, to her namesake herb, 
and to the Thyme. It was peaceful, happy work. 

Her phone buzzed on the deck. Rosemary looked at her hands 
covered in fresh earth and laughed, shrugging it off as it went to 
voicemail. But it rang again in seconds, so she got up off her knees 
and looked at the screen curiously. 

She didn’t recognize the number, yet for some reason she couldn’t 
explain, she felt the urgency to answer. Rosemary brushed her hands 
off as best she could and picked up the phone gingerly. 

“Hello, this is Rosemary.” 

“Grandma Rose, it’s Nick.” 


His tone frightened her. 
89 
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““What’s wrong, Nicholas?” 

There was a long pause. 

“I don’t know how to tell you this. ..,” the line crackled as Nicholas 
was interrupted by background noise filled with strange metallic 
clangs, authoritative voices, and plaintive cries. Rosemary’s heart 
stuck in her throat. “Nicholas, I don’t recognize this number. Where 
are you calling from?” 

“Vn. eek 0, jail? 

Rosemary’s hand convulsed around the phone, “Oh my God... 
Nicholas, what happened?” 

His voice broke. “My friends and I skipped a few classes and 
went to a friend’s house. My buddy had too much to drink, and on 
the way home we got in an accident. The police brought us all here 
to the police station to test us for alcohol.” 

Rosemary sat down on the deck stairs, overwhelmed. His words 
swirled through her head. A car accident. “Were you drinking?” 

Nicholas hesitated, struggling to get the words out: “Grandma 
Rose, I wasn’t drunk.” The officer standing there glared at him. 
Nicholas turned the other way and lowered his voice, “J had just 
enough to show up on the BAC test, so they’ve been holding me here 
until a family member can come for me.” 

Rosemary exhaled. Her legs felt weak. “Oh Nick.. you could have 
been killed...” 
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Nicholas continued, “It was really stupid. I’m sorry, I really am. 
Please don’t tell Mom...I don’t know what to say to her yet. Can you 
pick me up? It’s the station near your house...” Nicholas pressed his 
forehead against the cold concrete wall and clenched his eyes shut. 

“Of course I’ll come. I’m leaving now. We’ll figure this out. Jt’s 
all gonna be ok, Nicholas. We’|| get through this together, I promise.” 

“Ok, Grandma, Rose.” The emotion rose hard in his throat. The 
officer motioned to him to get off the phone. “I have to go,” he 
struggled out. 

Rosemary took a sharp breath: “Ok. I'll be there soon. Bye, 
Nick.” 

Rosemary hung up and hurried inside to grab her purse, setting 
her phone absently on the counter. Oh Nicholas. Evelyn had been 
right to be worried. She walked down the hall, picked up her purse, 
and exited through the front door. Her phone lay forgotten on the 
counter. 

Soon she was driving down the streets to the local police station 
grateful it was only a five- minute drive from the house. /’// be fee 
soon, Nick. 

Suddenly, Rosemary looked up confused. The street has changed 
since I was here last. How can that be? 

Rosemary read the sign in bewilderment. Elm street? This should 


ben. 
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She drove another block down and found 7", but her mind drew 
a blank. Js it right or left now? What is wrong with me? I’ve driven 
past this station a thousand times. 

Rosemary could picture the station in her mind’s eye. The squat 
one-level brick building she passed a million times on her way to 
show houses in her days as a realtor...But what was next to it? 

The picture was cropped. 

But it’s near something I know...uh...The Millers’ house! It’s the 
same street the Millers live on-the clarity slipped again-but what 
street is that? Come on, come on! Nicholas is waiting... 

Rosemary drove and drove, becoming increasingly more frantic, 
recognizing streets and buildings here and there, but unable to 
remember how they connected to each other all the while feeling 
guilty and panicked for Nicholas as the minutes slipped by. 

After an hour of driving, Rosemary pulled to the side of the road 
to call Nicholas. It was only then she realized she’d left her phone on 
the counter. Rosemary drove another forty minutes feeling all the 
while like she was blocks away, feeling like the next turn would be 
the right one, but the station never appeared. She accidently stumbled 
upon her own street, and took it home in relief. Rosemary parked and 
strode to the front door, fumbled with the front door key and slammed 
it shut behind, throwing her purse on the counter in frustration. 


What the hell is wrong with me?! 
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She picked up her cell and dialed Nicholas. It went straight to 
voicemail. His phone must have died. She was too flustered to think 
of calling the police station. 
Rosemary hesitated, then pulled up Evelyn’s home number. 


Sorry Nick. 


Chapter 15 


It was dark when Evelyn got home from Toastmasters. She walked 
in and tossed her purse aside on the entry table. 

“Nicholas, I’m home.” 

No response. 

He’s probably playing video games again with his headphones 
on. Evelyn walked into the kitchen and started pulling out food, still 
buoyant from the meeting. She double-checked that Nicholas was 
not coming down the stairs and started to dance around the island 
counter, humming her own made-up melodies as she spun and spun. 
The dishes went from fridge to counter to microwave as she moved 
gracefully on tiptoe. | 

“Nicholas! You hungry?” She cocked her head to the ceiling. 
He’d better not have those headphones on too Neue again. 

The microwave dinged. No one answered. 

Evelyn tripped lightly up the stairs to Nicholas’s room. Maybe 
he’s asleep. 

She knocked. 

Nothing. 
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“Nicholas?” 

Silence. 

Evelyn pushed the door open. The room was dark and empty. 
Her heart pounded. He knows the rules. It’s 8 on a school night, he 
would have at least texted if he was going out somewhere. Did I just 
miss it? She ran back downstairs to the Sues and checked her cell 
for missed calls. 

No messages, no missed calls. She dialed him. 

“Hi this is Nicholas...leave me a—” Evelyn ended the call and 
picked at her food listlessly before redialing. 

“Hi this is—” Yeah, his phone’s dead. Evelyn hung up and started 
scrolling through her contacts. Maybe he’s with Trevor...I think I have 
his mom’s cell...Yeah, here. 

Fingernails tapped on the counter as it rang, the dread in her 
stomach growing by the second. Don’t panic yet. You don’t know 
anything’s wrong. 

“Hey, Mrs. Jones, it’s Evelyn, Nicholas’s Mom. I’m fine, you? 
Good, good—hey, is Nicholas at your house? Oh, ok. Thanks eee 
No everything is fine, his phone probably just...died. Yes, please do 
let me know. Thanks. Bye.” 

I wonder if mother knows where he is. Evelyn hesitated, self- 


conscious that she would be accused of misplacing her son. J don’t 
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want her to worry. She decided against calling her for now when a 
strange ringing began in the hall. 

Who in the world is calling the landline? 

Evelyn ran to the dusty machine. It was blinking like a Christmas 
tree while it rang insistently. Ten missed calls...what in the world? 
She picked it up. 

“Hello? This is Evelyn.” She tried to keep the rising worry out 
of her voice. 

“Evelyn, it’s me.” Her mother’s tone was heavy and frazzled. 

“Mom? Why are you calling the home phone? What’s wrong?” 

“T need to tell you something—” 

Evelyn’s heart froze. 

“_it’s about Nicholas.” 

Evelyn clutched the phone with a death grip, ““Where is he? Is 
he ok?! 

Her mother sounded exhausted, “He’s ok, he’s fine. He didn’t 
want you to find out this way, but he’s at the police station.” 

What the hell...? Evelyn’s hands shook, “How do you know 
this, Mom?” 

“He called me a few hours ago to come pick him up.” 

Silence. Anger welled up in Evelyn. My son called my mother 
instead of me. She couldn’t keep the biting sarcasm out of her voice, 


“Well, great that’s just great, Mom. Wonderful. Just great,” she 
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repeated, and pounded a fist on the counter. “So, did Nicholas ask 
you to tell me what he did to land himself in jail or is he going to?” 

Sigh. “He was in a car accident. His friend was driving drunk. 
The police brought them all in.” 

“Had Nicholas been drinking?” 

Pause. 

Unbelievable! I’m going to kill him. Evelyn’s hands shook with 
anger. 

Her mother jumped in, “Just try to stay calm, Evelyn. He’s been 
going through a lot, and he’s been making some bad choices, but he’s 
still a good kid—” 

The anger mixed with panic and hurt pride and exploded from 
Evelyn’s voice, “Mom, do me a favor and stay the hell out of this! 
Put him on the line.” 

Her tone was helpless, “Evelyn, I’m sorry I can’t—” 

This was too much. The weight of the long strain in the 
relationships with her mother and now with Nicholas overcame her, 
and she shouted into the phone, “I’m tired of you coddling him! Ler 
me talk to my son\” 

Her mother answered through ragged sobs, “That’s what I’m 
trying to tell you, Evelyn, he isn’t here...I...1 drove around all 


afternoon, but I...I couldn’t find the police station.” These final words 
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tumbled out as she burst in hysterical sobs, “I don’t know what’s 
happening to me.” 

In an instant, thirty years of anger turned to piercing sadness. 

Oh my God. Mom...Mom...Is this it?? Am I already too late? Oh 
my God. 

Evelyn slid down the wall in a heap and clutched her knees. She 
pressed the mute button as sobs wrenched their way out of her chest. 

As soon as she trusted herself to speak, she un-muted and croaked 
out, “Mom, It’s going to be ok...It’s going to be ok...Everything’s 
going to be ok, I promise.” Evelyn knew she was lying to both of them 
as she tried to calm her down, tried to attribute the lapse to stress, 
to grief, to lack of sleep: in short, to anything other than what they 
both feared it might be. 

Another wave of sobs rose to Evelyn’s throat and shook her body. 


She pressed mute. 


Chapter 16 


Evelyn was at the station in five minutes flat. Never had her head felt 
so chaotic. 

Dad, I need you now. What am I going to do? 

She rushed through the doors and up to the weary officer behind 
the glass wall, who did not look up from the papers he was filing. 

Evelyn spoke up urgently, “Excuse me?” 

He looked up, annoyed at the interruption, “May I help you?” 

She responded euiiealy: “Yes, ’m here to pick up my son, 
Nicholas Huang.” 

The officer glanced up at her and pushed back his chair with a 
heavy sigh, pulling a new file onto the desk. He flipped through it 
mechanically, “Nicholas Huang...Yes. Nicholas Huang is in a holding 
cel’ 

Evelyn felt her stomach drop. 

The officer droned on without looking up, “Since this is his first 
offense, he will be released on a promise to appear. His license has 
been confiscated for underage drinking. It will be up to the judge to 


determine when he will be eligible to have it returned and under what 
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conditions. You should expect at least a hundred hours of community 
service.” He gave a little sigh at the end of this speech, as if it were 
the third time in a few hours that he had to repeat that information to 
a parent, which it was. He pulled a pen from a white mug and made 
weary x’s on the file, “Sign here...here...and here. And I'll need to 
see your driver’s license.” 

Evelyn signed mechanically without reading what she signed. 
She dug through her purse and handed over her license, which the 
police officer glanced at and handed back. Evelyn opened her mouth 
to ask another question and felt suddenly faint. She began to lose her 
balance and grasped the counter’s edge to steady her faltering legs. 
The officer looked up at the sudden movement and seemed to see her 
for the first time. 

“Ma’am, if you'll have a seat on the bench we'll bring him out,” 
he said with a bit more warmth. 

Evelyn staggered to the bench nearby as the officer began an 
unhurried walk down the long hallway and turned out of sight. It felt 
to her like an hour before the officer came back with Nicholas. As they 
turned the corner, Nicholas looked for Rosemary. The color drained 
from his face when Evelyn’s swollen eyes met his. He dropped his 
gaze ashamed and stared at the floor, pulling on his dark hair while 
they walked, one thought running through his head—sShe’s been 


crying because of me. 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER 101 

Evelyn softened at his expression. The scare with Rosemary had 
caused her to forget most of her anger at Nicholas, and she couldn’t 
summon it now after seeing him like this. He sank next to her on the 
bench, and the officer resumed his post behind the glass window. 
Nicholas didn’t look up. A tear dropped on his shoes, another fell on 
the floor. Evelyn reached her arms around him and rested her head 
on his back. 

ley: 

He didn’t respond. His shoulders began to shake. Evelyn slid off 
the bench and knelt beside him, taking his hands away from his face 
and tipping his face up to hers. This time he didn’t pull away. 

“Tt’s going to be OK. These past five years have been hard, but we 
are going to pull together and figure this out. As a family. All of us.” 

His shoulders shook harder, and he leaned over to Evelyn and 
rested his head on her shoulder. The tears began to flow. His voice 
rasped with thick emotion: “I’m sorry, Mom. I’m so sorry I did this. 
I know I haven’t told you what’s going on with me,” his words gained 
momentum, “when Grandpa got sick, you were always there, always 
taking care of him, or working, or tired...” he broke off and gasped 
with emotion, “it felt like I lost you both at the same time, and I didn’t 
know how to talk to you about it.” The last words were muffled as he 


buried his face into Evelyn’s shoulder. 
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She looked at him startled, relief coursing through her being. / 
just thought he didn’t like me. So that’s what the distance is about... 
He felt abandoned. She looked at Nicholas in wonder. He was only 
fourteen, when Dad was diagnosed...now he’s becoming an adult. 
Where did the years go? How did I miss them? Regret replaced the 
relief as Evelyn went limp, beginning to sob as well, “I’m sorry, 
son...I’m so sorry...” 

Nicholas pulled back and turned his swollen, startled eyes on her. 

Evelyn gulped, “I wasn’t there for you and you needed me. I’m 
sorry...I did the best I could, but it wasn’t that great. Things—sob— 
will be better now with us. I promise...” 

She buried her head in her hands as grief swept over her. In an 
instant, strong arms wrapped around her. Emotion surged through 
her. My son is holding me...My grown son is holding me. Oh my God, 
I have to do better. 

Nicholas rested his chin on her head and circled his arms right 
around Evelyn’s shoulders. “I’m not going to hang out with those 
guys anymore,” he choked out, “I promise.” 

She said nothing; she just felt her son’s embrace and cried. Thank 
you, God. 

A few minutes went by. Neither of them wanted to move. 

Nicholas looked up, “Mom, where’s Grandma Rose? She should 


have been here hours ago.” 
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Evelyn took a deep breath, and sat up to look him in the eye. He 
kept a protective arm on her shoulder, and she on his. “Nicholas this 
is going to be hard to hear...Grandma Rose tried to come but she got 
lost. She—” There is no easy way to say this. “—she couldn’t find 
the station.” 

“She couldn’t find it?? It’s like three streets away...” Understanding 
dawned on Nicholas’s face. He looked suddenly old. 

“Grandma Rose...Oh my God...you don’t think—” He scanned 
Evelyn’s face and knew what she thought. 

Nicholas collapsed again into shaking sobs, burying his head 
into his mother’s neck. Evelyn held him close, rocking back and 
forth. They were like this a long while. When the shaking stopped, 
Nicholas pulled away and swiped his eyes with the back of his hands. 
He looked stronger, resolved. 

“Ok, what are we going to do? You’ve been doing nothing but 
research since Grandpa died. Whatever your plans are to save her, 
Par inz; : 

There’s a “we” now. Fierce resolve shone in his eyes. J know that 
look, Evelyn smiled in spite of herself. He really is his mother’s son. 
In that moment, despite his being in the police station, she couldn’t 
have been more proud. 

Evelyn took a breath and let it out: “First we have to be open with 


her about our fears concerning the memory lapses. We don’t know for 
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sure that its Alzheimer’s, but we need her to take it as seriously as if 
that is what we are fighting. I don’t have answers yet for what to do 
after that, but getting her on board has to be the first step.” 

“T’ll talk to her. She’ll listen to me,” Nicholas said with quiet 
confidence. 

He’s right. Evelyn nodded. “I hate to put that on you, but I think 
you're right. There’s a lot of baggage between your Grandma and 
me...” she trailed off. 

Nicholas looked at her disarmingly, “Maybe it’s time to take care 
of that to.” 

Damn. Evelyn had to laugh. He’s right again. When did he get 
so wise? She grinned and gestured teasingly at their surroundings, 
“Any more life advice for me before I pay your bail?” 

Nicholas grinned at her and started to laugh. 

His laughter was beautiful and infectious, and soon they were 
both laughing almost as hard as they had been crying a few minutes 
earlier. 


Life is just like that sometimes. 


Chapter 17 


My head feels like someone stepped on it. Evelyn rubbed her eyes 
blearily and stumbled into the bathroom. Looking into the mirror, 
she was surprised at how puffy her face seemed before remembering 
the emotions of the night before. She would have her work cut out 
for her, hiding those dark circles, but the thought of coffee led her to 
the kitchen. 

There was a note from Nicholas on the marble counter: “I rode 
my bike to Grandma Rose’s. Wish me luck. Meet me there with Uncle 
Ray later.” 

What a brave kid. The two of them had compiled a list of all the 
smaller memory lapses they could think of, culminating in her getting 
lost yesterday, just in case Rosemary resisted their Persian but 
Evelyn didn’t think she would fight Nicholas. They have so much 
understanding between them. / wish that thought didn't sting. 

Evelyn had called Uncle Ray last night. He’d promised to make 
the two-hour drive to meet her at a cafe downtown for moral support 


before she went to see her mother. Uncle Ray is the closest thing I 
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have left to a father figure, and I need someone who understands 
me...and her, I guess. 

Evelyn dressed hurriedly and drove downtown. The only parking 
that could find was a few blocks from the café. After walking briskly 
for fear of being late, she waited outside with butterflies in her stomach 
scanning left to right until she spotted Uncle Ray’s tall figure striding 
towards her. He took one look at her swollen eyes and wrapped her 
up in a huge bear hug, “It’s gonna be ok, Sweetie.” 

Evelyn’s insides relaxed; somehow, she believed him. 

They ordered espressos and found seats in a corner that looked 
out onto the busy street. Uncle Ray waited for Evelyn to begin, 
but she couldn’t figure out where to start. Instead she gazed out 
the window and watched the pedestrians walking past on the steep 
sidewalks, growing taller as they crossed from left to right emerging 
little by little, changing from a disembodied head into torso, legs, 
shoes and then gone, passing those who descended in the opposite 
direction bit by bit out of view. | 

That’s kinda trippy. 

Uncle Ray cleared his throat and smiled, “I’ve got all day, Honey. 
Why don’t you start at the beginning?” 

I love this man. Evelyn found traction for her thoughts, and she 
caught him up on Nicholas’s run in with the police, his calling her 


mother instead of her, Rosemary’s getting horribly lost, the awful 
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fight between with her mother, and her reconciliation with Nick. 
Uncle Ray listened. His eyes were filled with empathy as Evelyn 
worked through the torrent of emotions. He has always been such a 
good listener. 

The tale concluded, and then she circled back to a particular 
moment with her mother that Evelyn didn’t understand that she 
needed someone to understand. 

“So there I am, hearing my mother tell me that my son is in the 
police station, and she’s telling me to be calm, telling me Nicholas 
is a good boy...” Evelyn looked up flabbergasted at Uncle Ray. He 
nodded taking it all in. 

What am I getting at? Evelyn hardly knew. She bit her lip and 
looked out the window, turning the tiny espresso mug listlessly with 
a forefinger before dragging her blue eyes back to Uncle Ray’s face. 

“T couldn’t do anything right for her when I was Nicholas’s age. ..1 
was a straight A student; I was disciplined, passionate, accepted 
into one of the most prestigious ballet companies, yet I never heard 
the words, ‘I’m proud of you.” Evelyn’s jaw started to grip, and she 
realized with a start how long she’d been holding in this frustration. 

“And yet my son calls her from prison—” 

Uncle Ray smiled at Evelyn’s exaggeration. She caught herself 


and corrected. 
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“from the police station, and she tells me it’s all cool. Not for 
a second is she one iota less proud of him or less supportive. I would 
‘ have killed to have that kind of support from her at any time in my 
life.” Evelyn made a tight fist on the table as hot tears welled into 
her eyes, “When I injured my foot and realized my ballet career was 
over, you know what she said?” 

Uncle Ray shook his head, eyes compassionate and tender at my 
pain. 

“She said, ‘this is why I told you to go to college. ..this is why you 
should have gotten a business degree.’” The words were etched into 
Evelyn’s heart verbatim—played over and over on her worst days, a 
merciless stabbing ‘I told you so.’ 

Uncle Ray said nothing; he just looked at his beloved niece sadly. 

The words wouldn’t stop now. 

“And that was only the beginning of things falling apart! Next 
thing I know Nicholas’s father is gone and suddenly I’m on my own 
with a wrecked dancing career iat a baby! I had to move in with 
them for a few months just to get back on my feet. It nearly killed 
me to ask for her help with Nicholas. I couldn’t even look her in the 
eyes for months, and it took me a long time to find a job that paid well 
enough to support us that I qualified for without a degree. I spent all 
day at interviews and filling out applications and still nothing turned 


up. Every night I’d come back to the house, and she’d be waiting at 
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the door to ask me how it went...Maybe she didn’t mean for it to 
come across the way it did, but I resented her so much for being 
right. I don’t know what I would have done if that Administrator job 
hadn’t come along. It was providential, and I didn’t stay a day longer 
in her house than I had to. It’s been years, but neither of us has been 
able to move past her being right.” Funny how I still feel as angry 
as I did back then. I guess the emotions never died. Evelyn’s insides 
were churning as she finished and looked at Uncle Ray, hoping to be 
justified. 

Ray sighed and placed his hand on top of hers. The same size and 
weight that Dad’s was. She was taken aback and a warmth flowed 
through her. Uncle Ray’s face blurred. 

His deep resonant voice broke through, “Darlin’ has it ever 
occurred to you that your mother is more supportive of Nicholas 
than she was of you because she has grown as a person since she 
raised you?” 

No. Evelyn looked away, feeling a sudden surge of anger at the 
possibility of having to give up some of her indignation. No, she loves 
Nicholas more. She clung to that thought. 

Uncle Ray looked at her searchingly. His tone became even more 
gentle, “Evy, your Mamma has her faults. She is a proud woman. But 
she has deep regrets as well when it comes to how she raised you. She 


realized how deeply she hurt you, but it was too late, and she never 
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could figure out how to undue the harm. But I know she regrets it. 
You know how?” 

Evelyn shook her head. Please don’t say you just knew. 

“She told me.” 

Her insides dropped, “Mother told you...?” 

Uncle Ray nodded. “It was a long time ago, a few months after 
you got that admin’ job and moved out of their house. They had a 
family party. I can’t remember now what the occasion was, but you 
weren't there, and we all missed you. They were vague about why 
you and Nicholas weren’t there, and she couldn’t hide her sadness 
about it. Towards the end of the night, I pulled Rosemary aside and 
asked her what was going on with my niece and my great nephew.” 

Evelyn held her breath. 

“Well, Rosemary broke down. She told me she’d done everything 
wrong with you, that she was afraid that it was too late, that she’d 
lost you, and you’d never come back. She cried a lot that day mainly 
because she didn’t know how to fix it.’ He paused. “Your Mamma’s 
a proud, strong woman, Evelyn. I’ve known her a hell of a long time, 
and that’s the first time I’ve seen her cry. The second and last time 
was around Margaret’s table when Alan passed away. Anyway, I told 
her it wasn’t too late to make it right, but I guess she either couldn’t 


find the courage or didn’t believe me.” 
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Tears slid down Evelyn’s face. Uncle Ray reached tenderly across 
the table to brush them away. 

“Sweetheart, your Mamma said to me that she knew only too 
late that she had been wrong all these years for not being the mother 
you needed, and that she was the only one to blame for you wanting 
to stay away.” 

Evelyn caught her breath. “Mother said that, those exact words... 
Uncle Ray, is this true or one of your stories?” 

“It’s as true as anything, sweetheart. Can’t you see that she’s 
changed? Your son adores her and confides in her, and she’d give 
away her last dollar before she’d stop loving him or being proud of 
him. It’s how she wished she’d raised you. She wanted to take it all 
back and wanted to tell you that, but once you started coming back 
around the family, I think that she felt bringing it up would just make 
you mad, and she didn’t want to risk losing you again.” 

Evelyn started to open her mouth to protest the logic, but Uncle 
Ray squeezed her hand to stop her, “I know it doesn’t make sense. It 
would have done both of you a world of good, but her fear of losing 
you caused her, ironically enough, to keep her from doing the one 
thing that could have helped the two of you heal.” 

Evelyn shook her head, unable to speak. Thoughts circled in her 
head like buzzards flying in slow swaying patterns to the ground. She 


stayed open to his words, wanting to see where all this was going. 
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Uncle Ray squeezed her hand again, “Evy, it’s time you realized 
something about your mother. Her words and actions to you were 
never motivated by disappointment in your person...they were 
motivated by her own personal fears.” He hesitated and studied her, 
“Did your Daddy ever tell you about your Mamma’s parents? About 
how she and Margaret grew up?” 

Mother's parents had died before I was born. That's all I knew. 
Dad had hinted that she wasn’t happy, but besides that I know 
nothing. Evelyn looked at him blankly, “No. Never.” 

Uncle Ray sighed and looked up at the ceiling and shook his head 
in wonder, “It’s time you knew, honey. Maybe knowing this will help 
you understand why your Momma was the way she was. Mind you, 
Rose was too private of a soul to ever share this with me. What I 
know I have been told in confidence by your Aunt Margaret and Alan. 

Her heart stuck in her throat at her Dad’s name, and she leaned 
forward, intent on catching every word. 

Uncle Ray pondered, joins deep into his coffee, recalling the 
scene in his head before beginning the way he always did before 
launching into a story. He looked up and began. 

“Rosemary and Margaret were born into to a farming family. 
Their parents had a decent plot of land in Kansas and had been 
farmers as long as anyone could remember on the same family farm. 


They did well, but they heard rumors about the wealth in California 
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and got it into their heads that they could do even better. The land 
out here was cheap back then and tantalizing. The dream grew so big 
that it led them to sell the family farm with everything they had to 
make a new life and legacy in California. They had enough money 
to buy a big spread, but the land turned out to be poor, and in a few 
years, they were as poor as the land.” 

“Now,” he paused to look at his niece, “I don’t know what kind of 
daddy Rosemary’s father would have been had they stayed in Kansas, 
but when he realized that he had sold everything his father had built 
and had nothing to show for it, he got desperate, then depressed. He 
started drinking a little, then a lot. Pretty soon he was never sober and 
the girls had to get by without him, sometimes resorting to begging 
or relying on the anil of the churches. Rosemary and Margaret 
were young when the dream fell apart, and they grew up never having 
enough to eat, wearing rag-tag hand-me-down dresses that only got 
them teased by the other kids.” 

Evelyn felt an ache that surprised her. Uncle Ray monitored the 
changes in her face carefully as he proceeded. “Margaret was the one 
who ended up raising Rosemary. She gave up her own food to keep 
her little Rosie fed, protected her from bullies, and helped her learn 
to read. She’s a fine lady, your Aunt Margaret.” He smiled at Evelyn 


and continued. 
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“Around the time she was ten, Rosemary entered some school 
talent show and sang in public for the first time, and she kinda blew 
everyone out of the water. So, the right people took her under their 
wings and gave her free music training, and after that Rosemary 
started to thrive. She was a natural; she even started carrying around 
a little notebook of songs with her very own melodies and lyrics. In 
high school, she started performing around the town. Everyone who 
heard her said she had a voice like an angel, and they excused her 
poverty and that ‘alcoholic of a father’ for her sake. The town claimed 
her as their own already picturing what they could say to each other 
when she made it big, ‘I lived across the way from her...I walked 
with her to school...My desk was next to hers,’ that sort of thing. She 
earned her own respect and started to believe in herself and believe 
that she could make her way as a singer. It was her deepest dream, 
and her escape.” 

Uncle Ray sighed and wagged his head forlornly, “But her drunk 
Daddy didn’t like it. Who enue he was probably motivated by his 
own twisted sense of love, but when she was at school one day he 
snuck into her room and found all her notebooks of songs and her 
beloved guitar—” 

Evelyn dreaded what was coming and braced herself. 

“and when Rosemary came home that day, her Father was 


standing there drinking brandy out of the bottle, leaning against the 
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fireplace, throwing the last pages of her notebook into the flames. 
Guitar strings stuck out here and there where the neck was snapped 
for the kindling. Rosemary just stood there not saying a word. He 
looked up and told her that she would understand someday, that he 
was protecting her from her dead-end dreams because he loved her. 
That told her he did what he did because the chances she’d ever make 
it as a singer were about as high as the chances that they’d ever get 
rich off the family farm, and he wasn’t going to have a child of his 
make the same mistakes he did. He said it all calm-like, no malice, 
just cold matter of fact. When he finished, he turned back to the 
flames and kept swigging at that bottle. Rosemary never said a word; 
she just went straight to her room. Margaret tried to get her to talk 
after her parents went to bed, but Rosemary wouldn’t say a word. 
When the house was quiet, Rosemary packed her bags and the little 
bit of money she had saved and ran away. Margaret found a note 
from her the next day, telling her not to worry, that she was going 
to stay with a friend a few towns away, and that she was going to be 
a singer. She never went back. Rosemary had just turned eighteen, 
and was only a few months from graduating, so there was nothing 
the police could do though her Daddy and Momma tried to get them 
to bring her back.” 

“Rosemary bought another guitar with the little bit of money she 


had and made her own way, hitchhiking from one town to the next, 
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up the California coastline till she made it to Napa Valley, where she 
had enough work singing at pubs and events to rent a little apartment 
and buy some new clothes. Not long after, your Daddy walked into 
a pub she was singing in, and he fell in love with her. He had never 
met anyone as brave as her...not until you came along anyway...” 
He squeezed Evelyn’s hand, “So, they got married pretty quick, like 
people did back then. When Alan got out of the Navy, they moved to 
San Francisco, back when it was still cheap living, and Alan started 
living his dream, which was teaching and inspiring young people. 
Rosemary’s singing career was going pretty well even though she 
was still unsigned, and she was living for the most part off Alan’s 
teaching salary, which was pretty modest. She loved every second of 
it, but money was tight, and the fear of financial insecurity started to 
weigh on her. Then, they found out they were pregnant with you, and 
there were never two people more excited. They figured out how to 
make it work. You know your Daddy, he wouldn’t hear of her quitting 
on her dreams, so he got a second job to support her while she was 
pregnant, and she continued to write music and work on breaking 
into the music scene in the city.” 

Uncle Ray took a deep breath. “Around that time, she got a letter 
from Margaret saying that her parents had died in a fire. The farm 
was gone; everything was gone. She was never the same. Rosemary 


couldn’t get her Daddy’s last words to her out of her head. An 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER 117 
irrational fear began to grow in her. She began to doubt herself; she 
wondered if it were in her blood to fail. The way she started to see 
it, her father had sacrificed the well-being of his family to follow his 
own personal dreams, and it made her start to fear her own dreams 
and worry she might be doing the same thing to you. Soon she was 
picturing the three of you huddled homeless on the streets of the city 
because they couldn’t pay the rent. She pictured kids making fun of 
you school for your second hand clothes...she pictured Alan starting 
to drink like her Daddy did, and she feared it would all end with you 
running away from home like she did.” 

“Your Daddy tried to reassure her that he was still 100 percent 
behind her dreams, but there was nothing he could say to change her 
mind or convince her that she was being irrational. He and I used to 
talk this to death trying to figure out a way to get Rosemary back 
on track, but it was no use. She stopped her singing and had you, 
working simultaneously on a business degree. Sure, Rosemary went 
on to become a successful realtor, so she was able to raise you with 
all the luxuries and safety she never had, but she never sang again. 
She made a clean break from the dreams she loved.” 

“It was a trade, darling; in her mind, it was a clear and simple 
trade: it was her dreams in exchange for financial security for her 
family, and she chose security because she loved you even before 


you were born.” 
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Evelyn had been holding her breath. She let it go as she began to 
see the big pictures. My beautiful mother...young, stubborn, driven, 
sacrificial...for me. Rosemary felt suddenly human to her, and Evelyn 
didn’t know what to make of it. 

Uncle Ray’s eyes flitted over her face. 

“Here’s where it gets sticky. Fast forward ten years or so, and 
Rosemary now has a daughter with dreams of her own, dreams that 
have a million in one chance of ever coming true.” He looked at her 
with warmth, “You wanted to be a ballerina, like every little girl, but 
you never grew out of it, far-fetched as it was that it could ever happen. 
You set your heart on it and Rosemary’s fears sprang right back to 
life. In some ways we cannot escape being our parents’ children. 
You were caught in the middle, darling, between a dad who wanted 
nothing more than for you to achieve your dreams and a mother who 
wanted nothing more than for you to never be disappointed with 
your life. So you see, she just couldn’t support you, not in chasing 
something that had such a high potential to break your heart. She 
wanted you to have the best chance at being happy that you possibly 
could. Don’t you see that, honey?” 

Evelyn turned to the window wishing she’d known this decades 
ago. Her heart was full. Two people came into view on opposite sides 
of the window; one seemed tall and the other short until the split 


second they converged, and it was clear they were the same height. 
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Then they went on their ways, one descending, one climbing until 
both disappeared. 

Uncle Ray was finished. He was going to let his niece connect the 
rest of the dots. She felt his eyes on her, and she turned away from 
the window. 

“Why didn’t Dad tell me all of this?” 

Uncle Ray shifted, “He thought it was Rosemary’s place to tell 
you her story. He always thought she would one day when she was 
ready.” 

“Why did you tell me then?” 

He shrugged, “I don’t know exactly. I think if Alan had been 
more lucid the past five years, he would have seen it was time. You 
can call me a crackpot if you like, but I feel like your Daddy’s been 
pestering me lately trying to send me all these signs that the time is 
now.” He grinned at me, “And a fella can only wait so long when he’s 
dealing with two of the most stubborn women in the world.” 

Evelyn laughed. There’s no point denying that. 

Her phone buzzed. It was Nicholas. “Grandma Rose took it really 
well. You guys coming soon?” 

She texted back, “Leaving now.” 

They stood up to go. 


Evelyn felt.. Jighter. 


Chapter 18 


They pulled up to Rosemary’s picture-perfect house and went around 
back to where Nicholas was helping her to finish planting her garden. 
They were chatting happily and straightened up when Evelyn and 
Uncle Ray walked over. Nicholas scanned Evelyn’s face and seemed 
satisfied with her expression giving her an encouraging smile. 

Rosemary took off her gloves and handed them to Ray, “Why 
don’t you men work on these weeds while Evelyn and I work on 
lunch.” 

Ray accepted the gloves with a cheerful grumbling about “a 
woman’s never happy if a man’s relaxing” and began digging in the 
dirt with obvious gusto. Evelyn followed her mother up the stairs, 
and through the screen door, watching her all the while. She couldn’t 
help seeing a different woman after Uncle Rae story. They cut 
sandwiches in a pregnant silence. Rosemary began pouring lemonade 
and stopped mid-pour. She lowered the pitcher, and stared out the 
window, then down at the counter. When she turned around, Evelyn 
was touched to see a softness in her mother’s expression that she had 


never seen before. Rosemary trembled as she looked at her daughter 
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tenderly, tears making their way slowly down her smooth cheeks. 
Evelyn understood what she wanted to say long before she got it out. 

“Evy...I’m so sorry.” The words were tremulous, simple, full. 
They filled the space between them and encompassed a thousand 
wounds and a thousand regrets that could be washed away if Evelyn 
was willing. 

And she was. Evelyn reached over and took Rosemary’s hand in 
her own and squeezed it, her heart too full for words. 

That was all. 


But it was enough. 


Chapter 19 


The streets were busier than usual, filled with people basking in the 
sweet relief of being clocked out until Monday. Things were better 
with Rosemary and Nicholas than they had ever been, and this Friday 
found Evelyn feeling good, yes, like she’d been through the wringer, 
but still good. She was on her way home from work when her favorite 
park lured her in. She pulled into a spot in the shade that seemed to be 
open just for her and tossed her purse in the trunk. Within minutes, 
she was meandering barefoot across the thick grass that glowed lime- 
green in patches where the sunlight streamed through the redwoods 
and wind-sculpted junipers. Evelyn was radiant today, her long dark 
tresses flowing nearly to her waist. She wore a floor-length blue 
patterned dress with thin straps and a low back. Her strappy sandals 
dangled at her side from two fingers. Her blue eyes were shining, as 
she ambled along, accumulating the admiration of numerous park- 
goers, who observed her graceful figure with pleasure. 

Halfway around the park loop, a group of seniors came into 
view. They were practicing Tai Chi in a grassy knoll with peaceful 


expressions on their faces. Evelyn stopped and leaned against a 
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tree, watching with fascination as the group followed their young 
leader’s elegant movements. He lifted his foot, from heel to toe, off 
the ground, sweeping it upward with precision and grace, and then 
_ placing it back down in a controlled hypnotic motion, again from 
heel to toe, with arms arched like swan necks bending and weaving, 
hands held flat, now cupping, now extending and pulling in. Evelyn 
was mesmerized. It’s like ballet. 

When the group pivoted, she caught sight of their leader’s 
face. Michael. He saw her at the same time, and his face lit with 
recognition; he gave her a small nod without missing a beat, all the 
while speaking instructions to his followers in a smooth calming 
voice. The flowing routine went on for another fifteen minutes before 
ending with respectful bows to each other and a bow Michael. The 
seniors did not seem eager to leave. They congregated into chatty 
groups, enjoying the lingering light of the glorious Spring day. 

Michael waved to Evelyn, and cut across the field to her. 

“Hey,” he greeted her with a grin. God, she’s gorgeous. 

Evelyn smiled back. “Hey there. Is that your posse?” she asked 
nodding at the group of Seniors. 

“Yep,” Michael joked back, “Seems to be my lot in life, hanging 
out with these older folks. No use fighting it,’ he shrugged and 
grinned. 


‘Do you come all the way in to the city to teach this?” 
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“No, I live here—well, just over the bridge,” he gestured in 
Golden Gate’s general direction. | 

Evelyn was pleasantly surprised. It showed on her face before she 
could hide it. “Oh yeah? I thought you lived in the wine country...” _ 

Michael smiled, pleased at her reaction, “’Cause I go to the Napa 
meeting, right? Nah, I’m just a sucker for a good road trip, and I 
happen to think that group of people is pretty special. Don’t tell Jack 
I said that though, he’ll think I’m getting soft.” He grinned at her. 

Evelyn laughed. 

“So what brings you here to my posse’s turf?” Michael asked 
teasingly. 

Evelyn’s heart fluttered. He’s definitely flirting with me. “I just 
got off work. The dance school where I work is just down the road. 
It was such a beautiful day that I had to stop.” 

Michael nodded eyes admiring her face, “So beautiful.” 

Evelyn smiled self-consciously. She had a feeling Michael might 
be talking about her. She felt sane to her face. An ant crawled onto 
her shoulder sending a sudden tickling down her arm. She jumped 
and brushed it off laughing. So much for playing it cool. 

She stepped away from the tree and towards Michael. “So that 
was Tai Chi, right?” 

Michael nodded laughing behind his eyes at her reaction to the 


ant. “Yeah, what you see is the result of a three-month course. Tai 
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Chi has been used for senior fitness in China for thousands of years, 
and it’s exciting to see it starting to spread through the city. We are 
only just beginning to understand all of its neurological and physical 
benefits, but the social benefits are pretty hard to miss.” ”° 

They glanced back at the group, still laughing and talking 
leisurely together. 

Evelyn smiled. “It reminds me of ballet.” 

Michael’s green eyes shone, “It’s a lot like dance. Not so different 
from the waltz.” 

Evelyn jumped in teasingly, “Oh yeah? What do you know about 
the waltz?” 

Michael offered her his hand without missing a beat, “I’d love to 
show you.” 

Evelyn’s heart pounded as she smiled back. Wow, ok. She dropped 
her sandals by the tree and placed a delicate hand in Michael’s letting 
him lead her a few steps forward before swinging towards him and 
sliding his right hand against the back of her bare shoulder. She lifted 
her left arm and rested it atop his right arm with fingers poised on his 
muscular shoulder. She extended her right arm and placed her hand 
in his, noting the even pressure. 

He knows what he’s doing so far, I'll give him that. Evelyn smiled. 


Let’s see if he can lead. 
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She looked up at him coquettishly and instantly felt herself 
responding to the pressure against her hand as he guided her back, 
side, together with ease. She raised her eyebrow with surprise. He 
smiled and pulled her towards him as he stepped back, side, together, 
making slow sweeping circles with her across the park lawn, perfectly 
in sync. She felt him raise her hand and press her shoulder in, coaxing 
her into a spin. Her hair spun with her and fell coyly across her face 
and shoulders as they came together perfectly in an elegant frame. 
’ She beamed as their eyes met. 

The seniors began to clap and cheer at their dancing, and she 
realized the whole park was watching. She blushed with a laugh, and 
let go of his hand, dropping her arms to her sides. He released her 
with a reluctant smile. 

One of seniors shouted, “That was some dancing!” Another, 
“Hey, who is the pretty lady?!” And a third, “Not bad at all, Michael!” 

Evelyn tried to catch her breath. She smiled back, “Yeah, not 
bad, Michael.” She joined in the teasing, unable to keep her blue eyes 
from shining. | 

He smiled back. His even gaze flustered her. 

Evelyn dropped her eyes and blushed, “Well I should get going; 
my son’s waiting for me.” 


He smiled, “Will I see you at Toastmasters?” 
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“T’Il be there.” She turned and retraced her steps, looking for her 

sandals. She slipped them on and waved as she made her way back 

to the car. Once her back was to him, she let herself smile giddily, 
skipping inwardly the rest of the way to her car. 


Damn, that felt good. 


Chapter 20 


Three days later, Evelyn pulled up to the Avery House, speech 
clutched in hand. The whole drive there she had tried to practice 
sounding confident and composed but the sentences ran together and 
when she pictured the faces looking back her mind kept going blank. 
The speech was on Ballet as Jack had suggested, but even with such 
a familiar topic, writing something that worked as a speech proved 
challenging, especially if you were not a writer in the first place, 
which Evelyn was not. 

Michael pulled up behind her car and waved. Jf he ever gets 
flustered around me like I do around him, he does a good job of 
hiding it. Michael’s face always radiated an inward calm. 

That’s what I like about him. 

Evelyn checked herself. Slow down girl. Yen barely know the guy. 

Fine. 

He waited for Evelyn on the stairs while she untangled her bag 


from the parking brake, amused at her sudden nervousness. 
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Man, this speech has me really worked up. Michael smiled as she 
approached the steps, and Evelyn realized it wasn’t just the speech. 
Breathe, Evy. 

Her nervousness must have shown and Michael attempted to 
reassure her, “Don’t worry, it’s totally normal to be nervous. The first 
time I gave a speech I’m not sure any of it made sense. The good news 
is, you’ve got a forgiving audience, half of them sleep through the 
meeting anyway,” he said with a laugh as they crossed the threshold 
of the open door. 

The white heads bobbed at Evelyn and Michael as they entered 
together. The woman with the big glasses watched their entrance with 
obvious approval. Susan was again in her spot at the window seat. 
Evelyn waved to Susan and broke off from Michael, intentionally 
sitting by someone else. J don’t want him to get the wrong idea 
about me, and I don’t want him to think this was going to be easy, if 
he was even thinking anything at all, which he may not have been. 
Unperturbed, Michael took a seat by the outspoken bug-eyed woman. 

Jack isn’t here, Evelyn realized with disappointment as she 
scanned the room. 

The tall thin man with the lean began making his way up to the 
podium. 

What was his name again? Something like James? Maybe Henry? 


It was on the tip of Evelyn’s tongue. 
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A woman with a white bob popped up and began handing out 
tiny pieces of paper with a cheerful smile. She whispered the same 
sing-song instructions to each person even if they were squeezed 
next to the person she had just instructed, ““Write your name, please.” 
The woman reminded Evelyn of a nurse, eager to distribute candy 
and smiles to children who had been brave while getting their shots. 

The woman bounced around the room cheerfully and reseated 
herself in the time it took the tall man to reach the podium and brace 
himself with his palms placed squarely on the sides. He began as he 
always did in his warbling, well-spoken way. 

“Welcome to Toastmasters. My name is Charles—” 

Ah! Charles. I was close. 

‘“_T am the club president, and I call this meeting to order.” He 
squinted at the room. “Nancy has given you each a piece of paper on 
which to write your names. They will be placed in a hat and drawn 
at random to determine the order of speeches tonight.” 

On cue, Nancy bounced around again with the hat to collect the 
slips, setting the hat before Charles. 

“Thank you, Nancy.” He nodded formally, “I will now turn the 
meeting over to the Toastmaster for the evening,” he paused with ill- 
concealed trepidation, “Betty.” 

The room tittered. The woman with the bug eyes bounded grandly 


to the front. 
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“Thanks Charlie,” she sang out, organizing her notes before her. 

Charles winced as he made his way back to his seat mumbling 
under his breath, “It’s Charles, Betty; not Charlie, Charles.” 

Oh boy. This is gonna be a good one. Evelyn grinned. Michael 
caught her eye, and they exchanged amused glances. 

Betty either did not hear Charles’s correction or chose to ignore it 
as she continued: “As Charlie so kindly said, I shall the Toastmaster 
tonight. I am looking forward to all of your speeches. Ahem. Yes.” 
She pulled the hat with the names towards her with a bird-like claw— 

Charles warbled out in protest, “Betty, you haven’t introduced the 
roles for the evening!” 

Betty pulled a frail hand back and glared at him sternly over the 
podium then around at the rest of room, “I would like to remind each 
of you,” with a specific glare at Charles, “that this meeting is built 
on structure and de-cor-um. Please refrain from further unseemly 
outbursts.” 

Charles turned red and locked his lips together. Betty looked at 
him satisfied at her power. “Thank you. Now, meeting roles,” she 
rattled them off with astounding efficiency, leveling a finger at each 
individual in turn and saying their role sharply: “Jan — grammarian, 
Susan—ah counter, Todd—general evaluator, Michael —timer, and,” 
at the next name she paused and placed a frail hand over her heart, 


savoring every syllable, ““Betty—Toastmaster.” 
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Evelyn turned her head quickly and pretended to cough to hide 
her laughter. Charles looked like he was swallowing his tongue. 
Evelyn steadied her features before turning back. Michael watched 
her with raised eyebrows and knowing eyes. Yikes, he’s on to me. 

“Back to the hat.” Betty reached once more for the hat and read 
the first name with unconcealed eagerness. She read the name, and 
her face scrunched as she tried to place the face. She brightened and 
said under her breath, “Ah, good! The pretty one,” as she glanced in 
Evelyn’s direction. 

Evelyn had been so diverted by the interchange that she had 
_ forgotten there was a speech to give. Her limbs felt heavy, and her 
tongue felt too thick. There was a loud ringing only she could hear 
as she watched through an alarmed haze as Betty laid the scrap of 
paper with her name on the podium and smoothed it flat. 

“Ahem. The first speech of the evening will be given by... 
Evelyn!!” She extended an arm out to Evelyn like a TV show host, 
as if cueing the cameras to pan. | 

The room clapped, and she froze. Susan nudged her, and Evelyn 
stood up stiffly and nervously navigated her way to the front. She 
reached the podium and set down the rustling paper that contained 
her speech. There. Her hands shook, she gripped the sides of the 


podium to steady them. Everyone was now silent and attentive. A 
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voice that she didn’t recognize as her own echoed back to her as if 
from the other side of a narrowing tunnel: 

“The art of ballet is often misunderstood...” 

The voice read mechanically, word by word from the top of the 
page: 

“The movements are light and graceful leaving many people with 
no concept of the amount of strength it takes to dance on pointed 
10es 20% 

Evelyn’s thoughts detached from the speech and evaluated the 
words as if observing from outside her own body. Can they hear my 
heart pound? 

**,..Even holding a pose in stillness requires great core strength...” 

She droned on and on down the page, knowing that she was 
failing as the room squirmed, awkward at being so close to her 
obvious discomfort. 

“The elegant arm positions alone require a great deal of...” Evelyn 
glanced up and saw Michael’s face alone trained on hers. 

“...muscle control...” 

She instantly reddened and read through faster, hanging on for 
dear life as she moved further down the page. Almost to the end... 


almost there! 
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“Next time you are at the ballet, I hope you can appreciate not 
only the grace bithalNodtheestreniath teiakodosmmtetthendante™ 
look-effortless.” 

Relief swept over her as she realized there were no more words 
left on the page to read. J made it. 

Evelyn mumbled a “Thank you,” and retreated back to the 
window seat amidst polite applause. 

She sat there miserable through the rest of the meeting, unable 
to look anyone in the eye. The whole group ended up giving their 
speeches, but Evelyn couldn’t have told you the subject of a single 
one. Susan patted her knee at one point, but she couldn’t look up. 
Every agonizing moment of her short speech cycled over and over 
through her head. 

The evening came to a close and a reluctant Betty handed the 
podium back to a relieved Charles. The gavel sounded, and Evelyn 
was up in an instant and out the door before anyone, especially 
Michael, had a chance to talk to her. She fumbled for her keys and 
glanced back to see Michael’s silhouette coming down the hall. She 
turned, quickly cleared the steps, and sprang into her car before he 
could call her name. 

He stepped out in time to watch her car speed off. It really wasn’t 


as bad as she thinks, she’d know that if she’d seen other first speeches. 
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Her roadster disappeared around the corner. Oh, Evelyn. You are 
fascinating. Michael smiled and shook his head, going back inside. 
As Evelyn drove off, she berated myself for failing so badly in 
front of Michael and then running away like a guilty child. Her face 
burned as she thought about what he must think of her now. How 
can I be so bad at this... It doesn’t make any sense...I’ve danced solos 
before a thousand people at a time without breaking a sweat...It’s 
obviously not that I'm nervous in front of people...What is it then? 
The negativity poured out in a steady stream until there was 


nothing left. 


Chapter 21 


Evelyn pulled off to get a drink on her way home, resolving to put 
the disappointing speech behind her. It was a sophisticated rooftop 
bar, her favorite, where mostly young to middle-aged professionals 
gathered after hours in the Adirondack chairs to unwind and enjoy 
the spectacular views of the sparkling lights in the distance. 

She ordered an Old Fashioned and brought it to the outer rail of 
the deck overlooking the city. She rested her forearms atop the cool 
surface of the rail, and she gently sipped at her drink. 

A few handsome young men tried to work up the courage to talk 
to her, walking close by and standing next to her, but when she didn’t 
look up or even notice their presence, they gave up and went in search 
of more approachable prey. 

Evelyn sighed. The twinkling city pero ner was soothing. She 
set her drink on the rail and reached for her phone to text Nicholas. 

Speech went bad. Made an extra stop. Will be home soon. 

In a moment, her phone buzzed back. 


Sorry it went bad:(Enjoy your Old Fashioned;) 
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She grinned. He knows me better than I give him credit for. She 
looked out across the hills with a satisfied smile. /t’s so nice to see 
him joking again. It feels like he’s finally catching his breath, Thank 
God. Evelyn started typing out a smart aleck reply back when an 


email from Jack buzzed through. She opened it curiously. 


Evelyn, I’m sorry I missed your first speech tonight. If you 
were like me on my first speech, you are probably kicking 
yourself and overanalyzing the whole time after. Don't. 
Every first speech feels like it went worse than it did. The 
important thing is that you did it, so good for you! They 


will get easier, I promise. 


Anyway, I was telling my wife about your coming 
to Toastmasters, how you used to dance for the San 
Francisco Ballet, and how you were trying to find a cure 
for Alzheimer’s. I hope you don’t mind me talking about 
you. Anyway, it reminded her of a study she’d read about 
on Alzheimer’s prevention that came out in the early 
2000's in the New England Journal of Medicine.’ It doesn’t 
promise acure exactly, but its findings are nothing short of 
remarkable. I can only assume that it was overshadowed 


by 9/11 and the build-up to the war in Iraq. But Iread an 
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article about it, and I have a feeling this is what you've 


been looking for. 


Evelyn’s breath caught in her throat. She scrolled for the link at 
the bottom of the page. 

She clicked on the link, and read through the author's breakdown 
of the study hungrily. 

This is it...Oh my God, this is it!! 

Evelyn re-read the article with wider and wider eyes. Buoyancy 
filled her being as she laughed and raised her hands above her head 
dancing on her toes in jubilation shouting, “Yes! Yes!” 

A handsome man ina sharp suit sensed an opportunity and sidled 
up next to her, “What, did you win the lottery?” 

Evelyn turned her beaming face to him: “Kinda. Yeah, it feels 
about that way. Excuse me.” She left her unfinished drink on the rail 
and ran off. 

The drive home felt like abe eternity. Evelyn tapped her thumbs 
on the steering wheel...Come on, come on. I've got to tell Nicholas. 
After what felt like a week, she pulled into the driveway and raced 
toward the front door. Nicholas was sitting on the long couch in the 
living room, surrounded by textbooks. He looked up startled as she 


burst through the door. Evelyn threw her purse across the floor and 
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flung her arms wide in a grand entrance, singing badly at the top of 
her lungs, 

“Shall...-we...dance...cha cha cha...” She swept around the room 
wildly with an imaginary dance partner, “Shall we dance to the 
music, shall we fly???!!!” she spun and spun, dancing and twirling 
around the couch. 

Nicholas collapsed in bewildered laughter, “Mom, how many 
drinks did you have?” 

Evelyn laughed more light-hearted than he had seen her in years, 
spinning to a stop in front of him with ictal. “Just a half of 
one—I found it, Nicholas, I found it!!” She laughed giddily and began 
waltzing off again, pulled by an imaginary partner with deep green 
eyes. 

“Found what?” Nicholas demanded, before the realization broke 
beautifully across his handsome face, “Oh my God...Oh my God!! 
You found a cure!!” 

“Maybe,” Evelyn continued her spinning unperturbed. “I found 
an activity that could possibly reduce the risk of Dementia by seventy- 
six percent...,” she recited glibly ina sing-song voice, “seventy-six is 
my new favorite number,” she sang out.’ ° 

Nicholas jumped up from the couch and grabbed Evelyn’s arms 
as she swung by, “Then you are going to love my report card—Mom, 


Slow down, slow down! You are being crazy.” But her excitement 
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flooded through him, and he grinned at her, “Just tell me straight like 
an adult. What’s is this magical activity?” 

Evelyn threw her head back and laughed at the irony of it all. 


“Dancing!” 


Chapter 22 


It was a foggy day at Fisherman’s Wharf. Evelyn and Nicholas sat 
inside the restaurant, waiting impatiently for Rosemary. They tried to 
distract themselves from the minutes that dragged on, one after the 
other, by watching the flurry of activity outside the restaurant’s large 
bay windows. Boats pulled in and out to unload their catches in huge 
nets; locals and tourists milled along the wharf and waterfront, the 
tourists pointing with excitement at the seals, and the locals smiling 
smugly at the tourists. 

Nicholas checked his watch yet again. 

“When did she say she’d be here?” 

Evelyn smiled at his eager impatience. “Noon. She isn’t late yet.” 

Just then Rosemary’s silvery head came into view, and Evelyn 
waved her over. She rose and hugged her mom. Nicholas gave 
Rosemary a kiss on the cheek as she sat down next to him. A waiter 
set down three sparkling waters with lime, and took their usual orders 
of prawn appetizers and Dungeness Crab back to the kitchen. 

Rosemary looked from one to the other. 


“So what’s all this about? I’m assuming it’s good news.” 
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Evelyn nodded to Nicholas. 

He turned his chair towards her, putting his left arm on her 
chair back, ‘““Grandma Rose, Mom found something that’s going to 
help us.” 

Rosemary tipped her head at him surprised. 

He continued, “There’s was a study done at The Albert Einstein 
College of Medicine that showed that dancing could possibly lower 
the risk of Dementia by seventy-six percent.” 

He paused and let this sink in. 

“Seventy-six percent...” Rosemary repeated softly to herself in 
disbelief. She looked across to Evelyn, “How?” 

Evelyn jumped in, “A professor from Stanford breaks down 
the study really well. I’m afraid [’ll butcher what he said, but to 
summarize: Alzheimer’s destroys the brain’s neuroplasticity, and 
ballroom dancing strengthens the brain’s neuroplasticity. Medications 
don’t work when it comes to maintaining or regenerating the brain’s 
neural connections long term and, so far, it appears that the best way 
anyone can figure to prevent to fight degenerative brain disease is 
to create as many neural pathways as possible, making the brain as 
flexible as it can be. It turns out that nothing has been found so far 
that does this as effectively as dancing.” 

Nicholas jumped in, “He uses the analogy of trying to get across 


a creek by jumping stone to stone. He says that developing dementia 
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and Alzheimer’s is a lot like trying to get across the stream when 
the stones are disappearing one by one. Since ballroom dancing 
increases neuroplasticity, it is essentially like teaching the brain how 
to throw more stepping stones into the water so that you can always 
find a path across, even if other paths disappear. Their speculation is 
that ballroom dance could help because it incorporates so many brain 
functions simultaneously.” 

Rosemary looked fascinated. 

Evelyn touched Nicholas’s arm and took over again, “The next 
most effective activity was crossword puzzles which come in at forty- 
seven percent.” Evelyn leaned back and looked at her mother with a 
glow in her eyes. 

Nicholas pulled out a highlighted copy of the study and study’s 
breakdown out of his messenger bag, and set it before Rosemary. 
She looked through it, turning over its pages in silence, her eyebrows 
raising higher and higher. Nicholas read her face anxiously. Why is 
she resisting? 

They waited, holding their breath. 

When Rosemary looked up at their anxious faces, she laughed 
nervously... “Well, that’s quite...impressive. And...hopeful.” But 
her tone was tinged with skepticism, not hope, much to Nicholas’s 


dismay. 
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The prawns arrived, and the three of them had the good manners 
to express their appreciation to the friendly waiter, though Nicholas’ 
kept his eyes on his grandmother’s face with unwavering intensity, 
bewildered by her reserved reaction. 

“I mean, it’s an intriguing study,” Rosemary said, as the waiter 
departed, picking up on her grandson’s disappointment. 

“Grandma, it’s more than intriguing!” 

“Nicholas, it’s all very interesting and exciting. But...” 

“No! No ‘but.’ Did you understand the study? Do you understand 
what this means for us?” 

“Yes,” she said. “But...” 

“But what?!” 

“Nick, this is just one study...1 don’t want you to get your 
hopes up.” 

“One study?” Nick repeated in disbelief. 

Evelyn broke in softly with raised brows, “Nick...” 

He lowered his voice and reed a hand to let him continue without 
moving his brown eyes from his Grandma’s face. “No, Mom, I’m 
okay. Look, Grandma, yes, this is one study...but it’s hard science 
from a reputable medical school that has a history of leading the 
country and being the first to record medical data like this. You are 
brushing it off like the results were based on a questionnaire after a 


relaxing weekend retreat-” 
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“Tm sorry, Nick, I just...” 

He shook his head and pointed his finger firmly on the table for 
emphasis: “This study followed 469 Seniors for 21 years to gather 
these statistics.” He waited for this to sink in. 

Rosemary opened her mouth, then shut it again. 27 years? Wow. 
Maybe... 

Nicholas saw her position weakening and pressed in, “Don’t you 
see? If we wait 21 more years for twenty more schools to discover the 
same results, it will already be too late for our family. This is it; this 


{?? 


is what we’ve been looking for!” His voice choked up, and he stopped 
and looked at her with his deep pleading brown eyes. 

Evelyn watched her son through smiling tears: He’s just like Dad. 

Rosemary took in Nicholas, with his determined fervor and 
eloquence: It’s like Alan never left. She felt a peaceful warmth flood 
through her as she relented, laughing her beautiful silvery laugh, 
“Ok,. ok, I give up. When do I start?” 

Nicholas exhaled and buried his forehead on his Rosemary’s 
shoulder in affectionate relief. Rosemary wrapped an arm are 
his strong shoulders, and both of them reached out a hand to Evelyn, 
who couldn’t speak through the emotion. Rosemary looked from one 
to the other and murmured out a “Thank you” that was brimming 


with gratitude. For a moment, the rest of the world ceased to exist. 


“Ahem.” 
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They looked up and saw the server standing awkwardly, balancing 
rattling plates precariously as he waited for them to notice him. He 
set their steaming plates of crab before them and swiftly escaped. 

They felt light, and they realized all at once that they were 
starving. Nicholas dug into the crab happily. 

Rosemary unfolded her napkin into her lap in a smooth motion 
and winked at Evelyn. “I'll have to call Marilyn. She’ll want in on 


the fun.” 


Chapter 23 


“T know we used to offer senior classes,” Evelyn protested. “I’m just 
trying to understand why we don’t anymore.” She had been trying to 
catch Karen all day, but it seemed the only time Karen had for Evelyn 
was the walk between classes, so here she was trotting alongside her 
uninvited. 

Karen looked over at Evelyn without missing a step, meeting her 
gaze with more than her usual annoyance, but this time tinged with 
curiosity. | 

“Yes, Evelyn, we did for a while. But they weren’t sustainable. 
No senior class is—” she was using the same tone that she used with 
the small dancers, “—maybe it was a lack of publicity, maybe it was 
a lack of men or both, but the class dwindled until it wasn’t worth it 
to the school to hold a room for it. You didn’t make a big deal out of 
it when it closed two years ago, so what’s it to you now?” 

Evelyn sighed in frustration, “It’s a long story. I didn’t know then 
what I know now...” 

“Which is?” 

“That class could possibly help my mother.” 
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Karen stopped and wheeled to face Evelyn, sharp eyes narrowed 
as she searched her face. She exhaled with irritation, and looked up 
at the ceiling as if praying for patience in her tribulation of having 
Evelyn as an administrator, but in the end curiosity won out. She 
shrugged and asked the same thing Rosemary had. 

“How?” 

Evelyn told her about the study. Karen’s listened with arms 
crossed, her face changing from annoyance to disbelief, to rapt 
attention, to wonder. 

When she finished, the ballet teacher turned and began walking 
thoughtfully down the hall. Evelyn followed a step behind as Karen 
processed this new information. 

Karen reached her classroom, which was already milling with 
students, and she paused grudgingly, ““There’s a senior dance class 
that meets every month in a little community center on the other side 
of town. My mom goes sometimes. It meets tomorrow at 5.” Karen 
turned to the door then changed her mind and spun back to Evelyn, 
“Have you talked to the Director about that study?” 

Evelyn shook her head, “I just found out about it myself,’ 

“Well, you should,” She smiled. 

Evelyn was startled. It was the first time she could remember 
seeing Karen smile. 


“And Evelyn...Good luck,” the smile remained. 
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Evelyn was too surprised to reply. 

A child from inside the studio called her name, and Karen was 
jolted out of the moment. She checked her watch, which read ten 
after, and remembered that Evelyn was the source of her tardiness. 
Karen tapped her foot and glared with raised eyebrows, “Now. If you 
don’t mind, I have a class to teach,” and with that, she turned and 
disappeared into the classroom, letting the door close in its own time 
behind her as she proclaimed dramatically to the class, “I’m here I’m 
here. Delayed by inane people with inane questions...Everybody up!” 

Evelyn smiled as the door closed. It’s too late for that now. I know 


I'm in. 


Chapter 24 


Two women walked through the small community center doors. 
They made a striking pair: one with dark cascading locks and bright 
blue eyes, who appeared not a day older than thirty-five; the other, 
an elegant woman with long silver hair and lovely smooth skin, who 
could have passed for a woman in her mid-50’s, despite the color of 
her hair. Rosemary unsuccessfully tried to hide her excitement, but 
her cheeks were tinged with more than rouge. Evelyn smiled at her 
mother, unable to remember the last time they went out together just 
the two of them. A few weeks ago, she would have avoided being 
alone with her mother at any cost, but now things between them 
were healing. Look at us. If this keeps up, we might be in danger of 
becoming friends. Evelyn grinned to herself. 

Bright-colored, hand-drawn signs led heh through the building 
to a large room, where a half-dozen couples were mingling, and 
another half-dozen women were sitting in chairs along the edges of 
the dance floor. 

A petite woman with strong features and a toned dancers body, 


swayed up to Evelyn and her mom on heels that an additional three 
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inches to her small stature. She smiled and extended a hand in 
welcome. “Hello ladies, so glad you came!” she greeted them in a 
thick Romanian accent, “You will probably have each other as dance 
partners since, as you can see—” Evelyn followed her gesture around 
the room “—we are a little short on men this evening.” 

So are we, Evelyn thought with another smile. 

They picked a spot on the floor on the far side of the room. The 
men, who were mostly older, looked at Rosemary with admiration as 
she walked across the floor in her flowing summer dress. Her cheeks 
were flushed with excitement, and her eyes were already dancing. 

I love seeing mom like this. 

Rosemary looked around the room, then at Evelyn: “We need 
eight more men. We should have brought Nicholas.” 

She laughed. “Mom, I doubt that even you could get him to dance 
in public.” 

“Bet you twenty dollars I can,” she shot back playfully. 

Well...If anyone could, it would be you. Evelyn took the bet with 
a smile knowing either way would be a win, “You're on.” 

Infectious swing music filled the room, and the instructor swayed 
to the center drawing eyes as she pivoted to address each of the 
couples who were already on the floor and the others now standing 


around the perimeter of the room. 
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“My name is Angela, and I’ll be your instructor for the night! 
Tonight we will be going over a basic modified swing step. and we’ll 
throw in some turns and spins if everything goes well.” She smiled 
at the group, waved in the outsiders, and paired off all of the single 
ladies. 

Glancing at the female pairings scattered about the room, she 
said, “Make sure you discuss who will be leading.” 

Rosemary and Evelyn looked at each other testily and laughed. 

“Rock, paper, scissors anyone?” Evelyn offered teasingly. 

Rosemary shook her head with mock-solemnity, “After forty 
years, I know better than to try and get you to go anywhere...” 

Evelyn threw back her head and laughed. “Yes! Finally, we 
understand each other!” 

Rosemary laughed, “I'll follow.” 

Evelyn grinned openly, extending her hands. This is the first time 
we ve danced. How odd. 

The couples started, finan in time with the energetic music, 
some looking around to see what everyone else was doing, while the 
more experienced began with confidence. Angela demonstrated in 
the center of the circle with her Teaching Assistant, doing the triple 
step and rock step patterns to demonstrate both the lead and the 
following steps. 


“Ready?” Evelyn asked mother with a smile. 
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Rosemary held Evelyn’s extended hands loosely and smiled. 
Evelyn slipped her thumbs on top, and they began to move in time 
while the instructor clapped in rhythm to the steps. 

“Rock step, Tri-ple-step, Tri-ple-step, Rock step...” 

Rosemary’s steps were light and agile. She kept right up with her 
surprised daughter, not missing a beat. A laugh burst from her, and 
she looked up at Evelyn beaming. 

“T can’t believe I remember how to do this!” 

Her happiness was infectious. 

The other couples in the room caught on quickly, and soon they 
were all moving about the room with relative ease. 

“Ready for a spin, Mom?” Evelyn asked with a laugh, trying to 
mirror the steps in her head to figure out how to do it as the lead. 
Evelyn lifted her left hand, and Rosemary glided under with a triple 
step, triple step, then they rock-stepped apart, and her mother crossed 
back under Evelyn’s arm with another spinning triple-step until they 
were again in closed position for the rock step. : 

“T told you that you didn’t get your dancing skills from your 
Daddy!” she burst out with twinkling eyes. 

Evelyn just laughed. 

They danced another two hours, until their hearts were racing and 
their faces were flushed, regularly changing partners as instructed 


throughout the evening. 
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Evelyn danced a few times with a widower named Stan, with 
whom she felt immediately connected, and then a tall man named 
Richard, a podiatrist, who had never danced before. Richard was shy 
and nervous at first and apologized profusely for every wrong step. 
But, after a few numbers and many reassurances, he lost his self- 
consciousness and began truly enjoying himself, even to the point of 
making a few jokes. 

“T figured I’d drum up more business for myself, while increasing 
my odds for finding romance, by taking up a hobby where I step on 
the toes of beautiful women—” Richard chuckled “—to ensure that 
I would see them again.” 

Evelyn laughed graciously as she watched her mother over 
Richard’s shoulder, sailing around the room with her different 
partners. Rosemary looked twenty years younger. J don’t know that 
I’ve ever seen her so happy and alive. She is practically glowing. 

At the end of the second hour, the last song played, and Angela 
thanked everyone for making her job easy and bringing her joy. The 
room thanked her with a round of hearty applause. 

Evelyn collected their purses and saw her mother across the room 
chatting with one of her male partners. She had one hand on his arm, 
one hand on her heart, laughing. Evelyn gazed at her, with wonder. 


I’ve never really gotten to know this woman, have I? 
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They said their goodbyes to the other dancers and the instructor 
and promised to return next month. As they walked out the door, 
a few voices chimed out, “Bye Rosemary!” “See you next month, 
Sweetie!” 

She threw a happy wave over her shoulder. 

They walked to the car in a satisfied silence. 

Evelyn turned to her eagerly, “So...how do you feel?” 

Rosemary turned a glowing face to her daughter, “Wonderful. I 
feel wonderful.” She did a few final steps and a twirl before through 
the parking lot. 

Evelyn felt a happy ache. This is the Rosemary you fell in love 


with, isn’t it, Dad? 


Chapter 25 


Nicholas ran his fingers restlessly through his hair and settled back on 
the bench, arms folded over his chest. He stared out across the bay, 
oblivious to the changing lights that danced across the Golden Gate 
Bridge. He remained in that posture a few minutes, deep in thought. 

Rosemary watched one emotion after another flit across his face. 
He’s really down about something. 

“What’s wrong Nick?” 

He drew himself back with effort and turned his head to 
Rosemary: “Sorry, Grandma Rose. I don’t know...so many things... 
my final semester of high school is coming to a close, and I don’t even 
know if I’m going to college this fall; it’s so depressing.” Nicholas 
shook his head. “Everyone is talking about plans after graduation, 
the colleges they have gotten into, the places ney are going to. ives. 
It feels like everyone knows what they want to do with their lives 
besides me.” 

“That is a really hard feeling, I know, but we’ve all been there 
Nick.” 

“T know, I know...that’s what Mom says, but...” 


156 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER 157 

Rosemary watched the struggle on his face and waited patiently 
knowing he would find the words when he was ready. 

Wispy clouds of fog were slowly rolling down the steep, rocky 
cliffs of Marin County in the distance, lightly filling the bay and 
wrapping around the far end of the bridge. 

Nicholas took a deep breath beside her, and she settled her eyes 
back to his face as he forced out his deepest fear: “What if I can’t 
figure it out because I’m turning into my Dad?” He turned his eyes 
away from her, gazing straight ahead, his strong profile softer than 
usual. His chin quivered slightly. 

“Oh, Nick. That’s not possible.” 

He didn’t look at her. “No, Jisten. I’m barely graduating high 
school, I’ve already been in jail, and I don’t know what I’m doing 
with my life. I’m so scared that becoming him is something I can’t 
escape...and...that I’ll let everyone down.” 

Rosemary reached out a hand and turned his face towards her 
gently. He lifted serious dark eyes to her face. “Nicholas, you are 
not your father. You care for people deeply, just like your Grandpa 
did. You will be many things in your life, but you will never be your 
father. 

Her eyes reassured him. “But how do you know?” 

She smiled at him. “I just know. Take my word for it. I know you 


pretty damn well.” 
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Nicholas’s features swept with relief. He gave a laugh and shook 
off the weight of his fear. He trusted her after all. He looked at her, 
feeling light again, “You think you know me, huh?” he threw out 
playfully. 

“Try me.” Her blue eyes sparkled with confidence. 

“Fine. What’s my favorite color?” 

“That’s a trick question. You’ve never had a favorite color.” She 
answered without hesitation. 

“Wrong. Its Puce.” 

Rosemary threw her head back and laughed, “Puce? Since when?” 

Nick grinned, pleased at himself for making her laugh, “Since 
recently.” He shook his head in mock disapproval, “And here you 
were thinking you knew me...” 

Rosemary laughed and sighed, leaning her head on his strong 
shoulder, “Well, I love you, whoever you are, and whatever your 
favorite color is.” 

They sat in contented eae for a while. 

Nicholas was the one to break it with a serious tone: “Ok, so let’s 
say I shouldn’t be worried about becoming a terrible person. That’s a 
relief, but should I at least be worried that I don’t have a career lined 
up yet? I don’t want to feel like I’m wasting my life floating around. 


I mean, Grandpa always knew he was going to be a teacher, Mom 
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always knew she was a dancer. You always knew you’d want to go 
into business...” 

Rosemary laughed. “Nick, that was never my dream.” 

He looked at her surprised: “But, I thought ...” 

Rosemary shook her head, “That was a very, very long tangent 
from doing what I really wanted to do. Talk about feeling like you are 
wasting your life. I’m the queen of that, and I knew what I wanted to 
be...more than that, I was already what I wanted to be, and I walked 
away from it all.” 

“Really? Tell me, Grandma Rose.” He focused blue eyes on her 
with all of his attention. 

“T was a singer. It was all I ever wanted to be,” came the wistful 
answer. } 

‘No way! I’ve never even heard you sing!” 

“Maybe you will someday, Nick.” 

“Td love that.” 

Nicholas sensed there was a lot more to the story, but she stopped 
so he didn’t force it. They sat there in silence a while longer listening 
to the cries of the gulls. 

He waited a while, hoping she would continue her story, but it 
seemed to be closed for the moment. After a while he changed the 


subject. 
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“Did Mom tell you I got 200 hours of community service...” he 
shook his head and gazed straight out across the Bay. “I wasn’t even 
the one driving; hell, I can’t even get my license back until the hours 
are finished. I feel like I’ve dug a hole for myself the past couple of 
years that I’m not sure I can crawl out of. I’m going to have to kill 
myself just to pull my grades up enough to be able to be accepted to 
community college —that is, if I decide to go.” He sighed in despair, 
“It looks more like my future is going to be breaking rocks in a 
quarry or whatever it is people do for community service...” 

Rosemary let him talk. When he was finished, she reached her 
right hand over to his left shoulder. He reached up with his right hand 
and held it there. They sat there a while silent. Nicholas started to 
feel a little better. 

Rosemary brightened and turned to him, raising a knee to the 
bench: “I know what you could do for your community service, and 
I promise there wouldn’t be any rock breaking involved.” 

He raised his head to her hopefully, “Yeah, what?” 

“You could be a taxi dancer.” | 

“Huh.” Nicholas pondered, “I’m not sure Mom would approve of 
that.” He grinned. 

“Oh, Nicholas,” Rosemary laughed, “it’s not what you’re thinking. 
A taxi dancer is someone who evens out the numbers on the dance 


floor when partners are needed.” 
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“Yeah, your right, that’s not what I thought.” Nicholas said with a 
bemused expression on his handsome face, making Rosemary laugh 
again. 

“Nick, I think you’d love it. When your mom and I went to the 
dance the other day, we were six men short! You could do it at a 
Senior Center, or community center, or maybe even a dance schoo!! 
You should really think about it, Nick. Then you and I could dance 
together. I think you’d love dancing if you gave it a chance.” 

He sighed and weighed his options. /f J learn how to do this, I 
can help make sure Gramma Rose stays dancing AND I can work off 
my community hours. It was way out of his comfort zone, but still a 
win-win. But there was a problem. 

“How long do you think it would take me to pick up that kind of 
dancing?” 

“Well, considering you have at least a quarter of my genes and 
half of your mother’s, I’d say there’s a good chance you'd pick it up 
pretty quick,” she smiled winningly at him, “and you’d have no end 
of dance practice partners. Yes, you’d have to learn a few steps, but 
you could do it. I know you could.” 

“T’]] make you a deal, Grandma Rose.” 

I wonder how many times I’ve heard him say those words. 


Rosemary smiled. “All right, Nick. What’s your deal?” 
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He turned to face her. “There’s a social dance club at school that 
I'll go check out. I'll see if I can learn the steps there that I'd need to 
know to be a taxi dancer. I'll give this all a chance if you will sing 
for me, right here, right now.” 

Rosemary studied him, amused at his earnestness, “Fine.” She 
thought a moment, “I’m not sure what to sing...” 

He looked at her eagerly, “Have you ever written anything?” 

She nodded. 

He beamed, “Sing me something you wrote.” 

“Nicholas...” 

“No arguing. We made a deal,” he said firmly. Nicholas slid across the 
bench and laid his head on her shoulder and sighed contentedly. “Ready.” 

Rosemary put her arm across his shoulders and rested her hand 
against his dark head, watching the fog which was engulfing the far 
half of the bridge and bay. The song that came to her felt as if it were 
from a different lifetime...and in a way, it was. She began to sing, 


soft and low, in her soulful voice: 


“Somebody told me...Don't believe in love, 

You reach out to touch it, and it’s already gone...” 

The bartender swept as she sang pausing to lean his chin 
on his broom handle, losing himself in the soulful melody. 


The door opened, and a tall handsome man came in to 
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view, turning his face to the music, his eyes lighting on 
Rosemary's, softening with emotion as he drew closer. 

Her pulse raced, and she sang as if they were the only two 


people in the world. 


“They said, ‘Darling run...never trust your heart’, 

but something in you makes me think they were wrong...” 
Alan reached up to her and took her hand, kissing it gently, 
all the love of a lifetime in his eyes. He pulled her gently 
to the dance floor and she sang softly into his ear as she 
swayed in his arms. 


“Yes, Darling, they were wrong...” 


The song trailed off. Rosemary blinked and saw the foggy 
bay before her again, felt her grandson’s head on her shoulder, and 
suddenly her heart was too full for words. 

Nicholas sighed contentedly, “Was that the end?” 

She turned her head to kiss his forehead. 

“No Nick. That was just the beginning.” Oh Alan. 

“T loved it. It was beautiful.” 

Yes, it was. Rosemary smiled and smoothed his dark hair. 

They watched together as the sun finally dipped, and the misty 


light turned soft purple. 


Chapter 26 


The final bell rang. The students sprang up and emptied the room. 
Nicholas followed the scurry into the hallway. There was a girl he 
had to talk to. He had his eyes trained on the back of her long blonde 
hair for the whole class period and pushed his way through the crowd, 
catching her as she paused at her locker. Lindsey was the President of 
the Social Dance Club, and they’d been in many of the same classes 
since beginning high school. They knew each other, and of each 
other, through a combination of Facebook and hearsay and the kind 
of common knowledge that comes from being in the same class and 
living through the same Junior Prom. He wasn’t sure he’d ever talked 
with her before, though there was certainly no reason that he would 
have avoided it beyond his general detachment from school. 
Nicholas did not get nervous around the Lie in his high school, 
mostly because he didn’t think they had a lot of sense, but Lindsey was 
different from the girls at school who shadowed his steps hopefully. 
She was a straight A student, who didn’t bullshit or have the patience 


for people who did. She didn’t play mind games like other girls. She 
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was not the kind of girl you’d see at a party or hear about drinking 
on the weekends. 

I guess it’s no wonder that our paths only cross in Biology. 

As he approached her locker, Lindsey’s long strawberry blonde 
hair swung over one shoulder as she thumbed through some notes. 
She's really pretty. She could easily be one of the popular girls if 
that’s what she wanted. Nicholas watched her put her books up on 
the locker shelf. He moved towards her carefully, the way one would 
approach a creature that had the potential to bite if angered. 

“Hey Lindsey,” he said standing at the edge of her eye line a few 
feet away from her locker. 

She looked up, “Nicholas,” her tone dripped with disapproval, 
“Out of jail already?” She turned without waiting for a reply, shifting 
through her locker until she found the right folder, tucking it under 
her arm. 

Damn. I guess everyone knows about that. “Uhbh, yeah, only 
just 

She turned and glared at him. 

Lindsey had been neutral when it came to the idea of Nicholas 
before, even grudgingly agreeing with her girlfriends that he was 
probably one of the best looking guys in school. Since the drunk 
driving incident, however, her feelings towards him had changed 


dramatically. To her, anyone stupid enough to land himself in jail was 
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too stupid to waste time talking to. The school was still buzzing about 
it, and Lindsey for one was sick of hearing about it and sick of the way 
it only added to the silly infatuations of the female half of the class. 

She continued to glare at him, “Well don’t let me keep you. You'll 
miss all the after-school window breaking with Trevor and the gang.” 
She said harshly. Her phrases had the hint of a lilt to them. Lindsey 
turned away haughtily as if to dismiss him. 

Nicholas watched her carefully. She really dislikes me. Interesting. 
He proceeded more cautiously, “I wanted to see if | could come to the 
Dance Club meeting today.” 

She slammed her locker door and looked at him with vehement 
annoyance: “You can’t be serious!” 

“Yeah, I am actually,” Nicholas looked back at her, surprised at 
her animosity. 

She studied him, and waited for him to announce the joke. He 
met her gaze evenly. 

“T don’t have time for this,” she spat out in exasperated disbelief, 
as she turned on her heels and walked away. : 


{> 


“Lindsey, please, wait!” Nicholas reached out for her arm as she 
ran away and tried to pull her back. 

She jerked away and kept walking. 

What the hell...” Nicholas jogged after her and got in front of her, 


putting his hands up blocking her path. 
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“Lindsey stop. Why are you mad at me?” he asked bewildered. 

She glared at him, and walked straight up to him pointing a finger 
into his chest, flashing fire in her eyes. 

“Till tell you why. My little brother is a freshman here, and he 
looks up to idiots like you and your posse—” 

Nicholas hung his head. Oh man. “Lindsey, I’m sorry, I...” 

“No, you don’t get to talk! You guys are lucky to be alive.” Lindsey 
was almost hysterical, “You don’t even stop a second to think about 
the kids who might die trying to be cool,” she spat at the word with 
a grimace, “Jike you, and your smart-ass friends.” She turned on her 
heel and left. 

Nicholas watched her go, mouth gaping. She was halfway down 
the hall before he found his voice. 

“Lindsey, wait! You’re right!” He shouted. The students milling 
around at the other end of the hall turned and stared. He didn’t care. 
Lindsey stopped, but didn’t turn around. 

He walked cautiously after her, afraid she would take off again, 
“Youre right. I’m an idiot. I’ll be the first to tell your brother that I’m 
the last person he should look up to. Where is he? I'll tell him right 
now if you like.” 

She didn’t move, but her head turned slightly in his direction. 


Nicholas moved a few steps closer. 
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“Listen, I don’t hang out those guys anymore, and, yeah, I realize 
I’ve been screwing up my life, but I’m different now.” 

He waited. Her posture softened. She turned and looked at him 
searchingly. 

He met her green eyes openly. “Lindsey, I know you don’t owe 
me a thing, but I want to learn to dance, so I can dance with my 
grandmother and help her fight dementia.” 

Nicholas watched a million questions that she didn’t ask flit across 
her face as she looked at him with incredulity. He felt like she was 
looking into him, or through him. He waited. Come on, Lindsey. 

She decided something and lifted her chin, and answered with 
the hint of what might be an Irish brogue, “Fine. You have an hour 
till the meeting starts. Why don’t you use it to practice walking in a 
straight line?” 

He grinned at her. Damn, she’s making this hard. “V’\l get right 
on that,” he promised without malice. 

She gave him one more ishat scrutinizing look and left, her long 
blonde hair swinging behind her. 


And with that, he was in. 


Chapter 27 


Lindsey scrutinized Nicholas from across the room. It was the third 
meeting since Nicholas had begged in. She paired him with Jess, a 
more experienced dancer, thinking that he would need all the help 
he could get. Besides that, there was another reason she had picked 
Jess; she needed a girl who wouldn’t lose her head over her chance 
to dance with Nicholas. 

Man, if it gets around that Nick is in the Club, we are going to 
have no end of silly wir eaaed girls wanting to join, Lindsey thought 
exasperatedly, though I doubt he’ll stick with it long enough for news 
to travel to the locker rooms. 

Jess was sensible and, plain-looking, with dark straight hair and 
modestly fashionable clothes. She was comfortable with herself. She 
didn’t judge people either way for their looks, and she really didn’t 
seem that into men. Mainly for these reasons, Nicholas found himself 
enjoying his time around her more than he did most girls. He was still 
oblivious that girls acted so strangely around him because they were 
in awe of his looks, and he wouldn’t have liked it had he realized it. 


Nicholas was fine being an outsider at school, but something about 
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this hodge-podge group was beginning to grow on him. He hadn’t 
really cared about those guys who got him in trouble and he didn’t 
miss hanging out with them a bit; they were just people who had 
helped him kill time. But, the dance club was different, and he was 
surprised to find himself looking forward to the meetings and the 
interactions with the group. 

Lindsey cocked her head to the side as she watched him. He 
carries himself really well, she admitted to herself grudgingly. He 
has a really natural grace and carriage... If he can just learn to lead, 
we might be in business. The group had been working on a Foxtrot 
step most of the semester, and Jess had been trying to help Nicholas 
learn the basics for the last two meetings. It wasn’t going so well. 
Jess shook her head and tried to correct him as he stepped with 
the wrong foot yet again. So, Lindsey finally resigned herself and 
sighed, making her way to them from across the room. Nicholas was 
concentrating so hard that he didn’t notice her approach. 

“T’ll take over from here. Jess, go dance with Lenny for a few 
minutes,” Lindsey commanded. | 

Nicholas’s face snapped up in surprise. He grinned at her 
sheepishly. 

Jess stepped away with a smile at Nick: “Hang in there, you'll 


get it.” 
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As she walked away, Nicholas dropped his arms to his sides and 
looked at Lindsey expectantly. 

Lindsey returned his gaze sternly: “Don’t just stand there, show 
me your frame.” 

Nicholas breathed out slowly. Don’t react. She’s just testing you. 
He straightened up and put his right arm around the shoulders of an 
imaginary partner, extending his left arm out into space and held the 
pose. Lindsey reached a hand to his extended arm and pushed it. It 
gave way, and he lost his balance, stepping backward. 

She shook her head at him: “Nicholas, you have to keep this arm 
firm, or your partner will never be able to tell where you are trying 
to lead her. Put your arm back up.” 

He raised his arm obediently, determined to get it right. 

She met his palm with hers and pressed against it, “You feel 
that?” She raised an eyebrow at him, and he nodded. “Keep an even 
pressure here against my hand, and don’t let me push yours back. 
There. That’s better. Keep the hands on a plane between you and you 
partner, meeting in the middle—” Nicholas pulled her closer into 
his frame, sliding his right hand against her upper back; she looked 
up surprised as her left arm reflexively draped atop his right as she 
finished, “between us.” 

“Like this?” He smiled at her. Her eyes are green around the 


edges. 


172 KIN WONG 

“Yeah,...this is...fine.” Lindsey’s heart fluttered. She searched 
her mind for all the reasons that she was mad at Nicholas, but in that 
moment she only felt flustered. She shook her head and regained her 
command. “Right, now the reason you and Jess were tripping over 
each other is either that you can’t tell your left foot from your right 
foot, or you haven’t the faintest idea how to lead.” 

Nicholas threw back his head and laughed. Lindsey looked up 
at him startled and laughed as well, beautiful even teeth flashing. 
Nicholas smiled as he looked down at her noting the dimple in her 
right cheek that she tried to hide. 

“Alright Lindsey, you caught me. I skipped the day in kindergarten 
where they labeled our left and right feet, and I’ve been lost ever 
since. Thank goodness you came along,” Nicholas sighed in mock 
gratitude. 

Lindsey tried to stop smiling as she retorted, “Ok, ok. Pay 
attention then. This is your /eft foot—” she kicked at it, “got it?” 

Nicholas nodded solemnly, “Got it.” 

Their eyes met, and they smiled at each other. The rest of the room 
was watching them. They realized it at the same time, Nicholas with 
pleasure, Lindsey with embarrassment. She glared at the knowing 
smiles in the room, and everyone wisely became reabsorbed in their 


own dancing. 
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She became no nonsense again: “Right, now that we’ve got your 
frame set up, your partner has a fighting chance of being able to tell 
what you want her to do. You must keep an energy connection with 
your partner, holding the intention of your movement in your head, 
transferring that into energy that flows through your core then your 
arm and into the pressure of your palm all before you step. I’ll feel 
where you want me to go. Got it? Let’s just practice olin the frame 
and walking without tripping each other before we get fancy, ready?” 

They began moving light about the room, feeling each other’s 
movements through intention, energy, and pressure until they 
understood each other. Soon, they were moving with ease. Nicholas 
found himself enjoying her warm hand in his. After another hour he 
had mastered a box step and a simple spin. He loved watching her 
hair lift and twirl, falling around her as she spun back to him. 

So, this is dancing? A few of the other girls jealously watched 
them dance, hoping they’d get a chance to change partners, but 
Lindsey must have forgotten. The end of the hour came too soon for 
Nicholas. ..and Lindsey, though she wasn’t quite ready to admit that 
to herself. 

It was 4:45. The group packed up, said quick goodbyes, and 
retrieved respective backpacks from the mountain of bags in the 
corner and left. Nicholas waved to Lindsey before ducking out the 


door with Lenny. Lindsey’s head was full of pleasant thoughts as she 
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journeyed back to her locker to get a notebook she’d forgotten. She 
walked by her reflection and caught sight of her smile. Why am I so 
happy? No. It’s not him. The guy is trouble—I knew that going in... 
You are just teaching him how to dance. That's it.” 

Lindsey pushed out through the big double doors of the school. 
Nicholas was outside leaning against the railing at bottom of the 
stairs, coolly watching the crowd in the roundabout in front of the 
school. 

Lindsey’s heart jumped. She chided herself, but walked up to 
him, “Still here?” 

“Guess so.” He looked at her with that signature James Dean 
smile that made him so famous in the girls’ locker room, slung his 
backpack off his shoulders, and let it fall to the ground, shrugging 
his shoulders. 

Her heart pounded. She steadied herself. “Are you waiting on 
someone? I thought you had a car...” She looked around the parking 
lot, which was empty except for Be Honda. 

Nicholas looked at her tensely. She has no idea how much I 
do not want to bring this up again. He studied her and shrugged, 
apologetically and said smoothly, “I do have a car, just not a license 
until the city decides I am no longer an ‘idiot,’ as you put it so well 


the other day.” He turned his head. 
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Her cheeks burned as she admired his profile, “Look, about the 
other day...” 

Nicholas looked at her, then away, “Forget it, I deserved every 
word.” He looked down at his backpack sat down on the stair absorbed 
with getting a strap just the right length. 

She stood a moment then sighed and set her backpack down next 
to his and sat nearby, bending her long legs up and wrapping her arms 
around them. They stared out into the parking lot together. 

“Look, I’ve got a temper—” 

“like an Irish pirate,” he finished nodding energetically. She 
looked over and hit him on the arm. He held his arms up protectively 
in front of his face. “Whoa! Whoa there! Take it easy.” 

She laughed, and the air was easy between them, “How did you 
know I was Irish?” She looked at him curiously. 

He studied her features with his deep brown eyes, and her 
breathing became too shallow, “When you chewed me out the other 
day it sounded like you were slipping into a brogue. Plus, your hair 
color and green eyes are a bit of a giveaway.” 

Lindsey laughed lightly, “You caught me. Yes, my parents were 
both born in Ireland. I was born in Boston. My accent only seems to 
come out if I get emotional. 


Nicholas looked at her and smiled. 
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Lindsey felt flustered and changed the subject, “So who are you 
waiting on to come pick you up?” 

Nicholas looked at his watch, “My mom is off work soon, then 
she’ll be coming. It will probably be another half hour.” 

Lindsey gaped at him, “You are waiting here forty-five minutes 
just to come to the dance club?” 

“Sure.” 

“Tsn’t there anyone else who can pick you up?” 

Nicholas leaned down to fix his straps again, “Nah. That’s the 
catch to being an only child of divorced parents.” He glanced at her 
out of the corner of his eye. 

She nodded and examined her knee, “Yeah I know all about that. 
My parents divorced when I was little. It’s just me, my mom, and my 
little brother. It’s hard sometimes. Sometimes, it feels like I’m raising 
my little brother and her.” She smiled at Nicholas wryly, wondering 
why she’d shared that. Lindsey was relieved when he nodded back 
and assented : 

“Yeah, it’s hard.” 

For reasons he couldn’t explain, Nicholas began sharing more 
than he expected to as well, “My Grandpa Alan use to be my backup 
ride before I got my license. He used to want to see all the places that 


‘the young people hang out’...But he got Alzheimer’s really bad about 
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five years ago and just passed away in February.” Nicholas stopped 
short and gritted his teeth together against the emotion in his chest. 

“T’m sorry, Nicholas, I didn’t know.” She waited, not moving a 
muscle. 

After another moment’s struggle, he won the battle against his 
emotions and continued: “The last time I asked my Grandma Rose 
for a ride she ended up getting lost for like two hours,” he stared out 
into the sky...thoughts trailing to her. “We were really afraid she 
was getting showing signs of dementia, that maybe it would turn out 
to be Alzheimer’s like with Grandpa.” It’s so weird I'm telling her 
all this, I barely know her... He ran his fingers through his dark hair 
distractedly. 

Lindsey took a deep breath, “It’s been five years now, but I'll 
never forget what it was like when we lost my grandmother...she had 
advanced dementia to when she passed away; it felt like we lost her 
piece by piece... loved her,” she finished simply. 

Nicholas turned his head to look at her. She looked straight ahead 
and continued, “If you ever want to talk about your grandfather...” 
Lindsey trailed off. 

He nodded, watching the light play through her thick brown 
eyelashes and green irises, “Thanks. I will.” He crossed his arms 
across his chest. He remembered something, and his face lit up, “Can 


I show you something?” 
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She nodded, “Sure. What is it?” 

Nicholas dug through his bag and pulled out a copy of the dance 
study article. “I didn’t explain what I meant when I said I was doing 
this for my grandmother. Read this.” 

Lindsey began reading politely, but she became more and more 
interested, eyes widening as they trailed down the page. She finished, 
and let the papers flop onto her lap. “Oh my God. Is this a real 
study? Holy shit,” she held her fingers to her temple in disbelief as 
she repeated herself, “This is a real study...” She looked at him in 
amazement. 

He nodded. “I know! I know.” 


29 


“This is huge,” she said almost speaking to herself. Lindsey 
turned with a start to Nicholas, “That’s why you wanted to learn 
to dance. This really could save your grandmother.” Her eyes were 
shining now, “That’s great Nicholas,” her grandmother’s face flashed 
before her eyes. /fonly I’d known this sooner...She smiled again and 
forced her own grief down. No, dBi t do that to yourself, there wasn't 
anything else you could have done. You were just a kid. 

A roadster with the top down pulled into the roundabout and 
honked pulling her from her reverie. 


“Is that your Mom?” 


YVORre 
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“She’s really beautiful.” Makes sense. “She looks way too young 
to be your Mom!” 

“Yikes, don’t tell her that, she’II love you better than she loves me!” 

Lindsey laughed. 

Nick grinned at her, “Come meet her,’ he said casually. 

Lindsey got up with him, and they and walked together to the 
car. He's a hard one to say no to. He’s seems to have a good heart. I 
think I may gotten him all wrong... 

Evelyn waved and watched the two of them with veiled interest. 

“Hey!” she shouted out to them when they were close enough 
to hear. “Are you Lindsey?” Evelyn parked and turned off the car, 
jumping out and reaching out to shake Lindsey’s hand. She leaned 
back against the car, “Pye been wanting to talk to you.” 

“Oh yeah?” Lindsey took Evelyn in, tall and slender, leaning 
confidently against her car in a springy short dress. It crossed her 
mind that this might have to do with her chewing out Nicholas in the 
hallway. Oh shit. 

Evelyn continued, not noticing her nervousness, “Yeah! Nicholas 
has had nothing but good things to say about how well you teach 
the class,” Evelyn looked at Nicholas who was raising his eyebrows 
at his mother, trying to communicate to her to play it cool. Evelyn 
looked at him confused and back to Lindsey, “Anyway, I work as an 


administrator at the Dance Academy—” 
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Nicholas interrupted leaning casually next to Evelyn against the 
car, “—-Mom was a professional ballerina for the sae Francisco 
Ballet before that,” he broke into a smile, showing perfect teeth and 
handsome cheekbones. 

Lindsey turned and gaped at Evelyn. So that’s where he gets his 
deportment. Aha! 

Evelyn blushed, more with pleasure at Nicholas’s pride in her than 
at her achievement. J had no idea he was proud of me for that. She 
blushed deeply with pleasure and waved it off, “Yeah I was, but that 
was a long time ago. She looked at Lindsey and registered that she 
now had her full attention. Thanks Nicholas. “That article inspired 
me to start a senior dancing program.” 

Lindsey nodded, “I think that’s great! Nicholas just finished 
showing me the article about the study. That’s really amazing.” 

Evelyn nodded, “I know! We couldn’t believe it at first. When 
Nicholas told me about this club, it gave me an idea that I wanted to 
run by you.” : 

She took a deep breath: “I’ve never heard ofa program quite like 
what I’m picturing in my head, but I was wondering if you would be 
willing to try to create a kind of partnership between your club and 
the senior program to increase participation and get as many seniors 
dancing as possible. It could count as community service hours for 


you guys and go on your resumes and college applications, and it 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER 181 
be an awesome way for students to give back to seniors. I mean it 
sounds a little gimmicky, but what do you think?” Evelyn paused to 
gauge her reaction. 

Lindsey considered for a moment. Her grandmother’s face came 
into her vision, and she decided on the spot. “I’m in,” she beamed, “I’ll 
talking to the club at the next meeting and see how many members I 
can get on board. Will the program be held at the Dance Academy?” 

Evelyn grinned. “If I am half as persuasive as my dad believed, 
then yes. That is exactly where it will be held.” 

Lindsey laughed, “If I’m half as persuasive as Mom says, I’ll have 
the club on board in five minutes.” 

The two women looked at each other with obvious approval. 
Lindsey found herself completely re-evaluating Nick again now that 
she knew his mother. She glanced at them side by side, a mother and 
son who could both be models, leaning confidently against the sporty 
red roadster. She observed the easy way that they interacted and the 
open respect between them. Yeah, I definitely misread him. He’s the 
real deal. Maybe the locker room chatter isn’t as far off as I thought. 

They said goodbyes and parted ways. Nicholas and Evelyn took 
off in the roadster, and Lindsey walked to her Honda Civic and pulled 
away. 


Evelyn looked at Nicholas out of the corner of her eye slyly. 
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“That’s Lindsey.” 

Evelyn turned a corner and attempted a casual tone, “She’s 
pretty.” 


Nicholas looked out the window to hide his smile. 


Chapter 28 


Rosemary looked out the window, “It just feels like yesterday that I 
was still raising Evelyn. ..Before I knew it, I was a grandmother. Now, 
in the blink of an eye, I’m an absent-minded widow driving down 
streets I should know by heart but don’t even recognize. I feel like 
I’m out of my mind. It’s scary to admit something might be wrong. 
It’s enough to make a person wonder if they are old...But I don’t feel 
old, do you?” 

Marilyn spoke deuidsaly, “Oh no, I'll never feel my age, my 
dear...and apparently you'll never look it,” she replied looking not 
with jealously, but with approval at Rosemary’s perfect posture and 
slender figure. 

“Never,” chimed in Karina, a lovely Indian with large 
contemplative eyes, delicately formed features, and long black hair 
just beginning to show a few silver strands. 

Rosemary lovingly returned the admiration of her two best 
friends, affectionately shaking her head, ““What would I have down 


without you two all these years?” 
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Marilyn was a proud member of the Red Hat Society. She was one 
of those woman that self-conscious younger women, couldn’t help 
but pray to age into, even if it came with wrinkles and a few extra 
pounds. Marilyn liked things bright, simple, and without pretense; 
she just never cared much for fitting into anyone else’s idea of what a 
woman should be. She was petite and a bit rotund about the middle, 
with all the shining warmth and loveliness that comes from living 
with learned self-approval. 

Karina was quite different; quiet and well-spoken, with a more 
deliberate manner of both listening and speaking, characteristic of | 
people from contemplative cultures. She had a soothing presence and 
offered her friends invaluable advice indicative of a deeply heartfelt 
understanding of both herself and them. 

Rosemary was silently admiring her two friends, when Nicholas’s 
earnest face popped into her head. She smiled, “Did I tell you Nicholas 
has been coming over at least four times a week to dance with me? 
He joined the dance club at cacol and he practices all the new steps 
he is learning with me. I’m really enjoying it.” 

Marilyn shook her head jealously, “I wish I had a grandson who 
would dance with me...” 


“Nicholas is one in a million, I’m afraid.” 
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Karina leaned forward, “You know, Rosemary, you look 
wonderful. There’s a light in your eyes that I haven’t seen since the 
old days. Do you feel like all this dancing is making the difference?” 

“Absolutely. My mood is better, I feel more confident, my head 
is feeling clearer. I even sang the other day,” Rosemary admitted 
with flushed cheeks. Her friends looked surprised and pleased. “I 
was telling Nicholas about my younger years when I wanted to be a 
singer, and he asked me to sing for him.” 

Karina leaned forward, “Oh Rosemary! Had he heard you sing 
before?” 

“Maybe when he was a baby, but it’s been so long now. I can’t 
even remember the last time I sang before the other day. I sang a 
song for him that I wrote a long, long time ago...it felt almost from 
a different lifetime...and almost like I wrote it yesterday at the same 
time, you know? Since I started dancing again, it’s like all of it is 
coming back to me...I’d forgotten the way singing made me feel.” 

Marilyn clapped her hands and broke in, “Rosie, I haven’t heard 
you sing since before you had Evelyn! I’ve always hated that you 
stopped,” she said with characteristic frankness. 

Rosemary answered with an equal frankness that surprised her: 
“You know, I think I’ve always hated that I stopped to. It kind of 
became easier to blame all the circumstances around me for having 


to stop, and then for why I never started again, but I think ultimately 
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I was afraid to fail...then more time passed and I was afraid of what 
other people would think about a middle age singer. Then, the older 
I got, the more excuses I piled on.” She shook her silver head, “It 
seems silly now.” 

Karina spoke again, “Maybe this is the time in your life to get 
back to what you loved.” 

“What if it’s too late?” 

Marilyn spoke sharply, “We’ve been friends a long time, and that 
may be the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard you say.” 

Karina smiled softly, “I agree with Marilyn. It’s your life, 
Rosemary. It’s precious, and it’s passing. I don’t want you to just live 
a long time and be healthy, I want you to live a long time, and have 
no regrets at the end about what you did not do. Besides, if Alan were 
here, what would he say?” 

Rosemary smiled. She heard her heart beating. J know what you’d 
say, Darling. 

“T appreciate that. It’s just hard to think about starting again, 
especially now with the memory lapses. You two are the first ones 
outside of family I’ve even told about getting lost the other day.” 
Rosemary looked over her raised tea cup to them, “I had to see how 
you guys would take it first. I’m afraid I’ll lose old friends and miss 


out on new friends. It’s just seems easier to keep all this private.” 
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Marilyn and Karina nodded empathetically and exchanged 
glances. Marilyn leaned forward and squeezed Rosemary’s hand 
with a wink: “You are stuck with the two of us, no matter what,” she 
leaned forward with a Sanit twinkle in her eye, “so think of 
it this way, it might not be such a bad thing to lose some of the more 
taxing friends, like Mildred.” Marilyn rolled her eyes in exasperation. 
Rosemary and Karina laughed. 

Rosemary sighed again, “It feels like beginning this program 
is like stepping into a glass box and admitting to the world that I’m 
aging. Maybe, it’s partly my foolish pride; I don’t know, but it’s hard.” 

Karina leaned forward, placing her elbows on the table, lacing 
slender fingers together, “Rosemary, may I say something? You and 
Evelyn have an opportunity to save a great many people through 
your partnership in this dance program. You especially could make 
this happen; you know everyone in this town.’ She emphasized these 
words. Marilyn nodded in agreement. 

“You know, you're right.” Rosemary thought about it, “I probably 
have the private cell phone numbers of most of the City Council, cd 
I did sell the mayor his house just ten years ago. He still sends me a 
Christmas card! I’m not quite sure how it happened, but I did end up 


with quite the clientele list.” 
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Karina smiled at her modesty, “You didn’t just ‘end igi with it; 
you earned it. The point is, you’ve got it. Rosemary, some things 
happen for a reason.” 

“What do you mean?” Rosemary ran her fingers against the 
smooth table nervously. 

Karina continued, “I’m saying that your daughter needs you, 
and this program needs you, your abilities, and your contacts. It 
also needs your honesty and firsthand experience with dementia and 
Alzheimer’s. I doubt Evelyn understands yet the depth of courage 
and vulnerability that it will take from you to be open about your 
own memory lapses, but you cannot spearhead this program without 
modeling the transparency you wish others to find.” 

Rosemary took a deep breath. 

“That’s a good point,” Marilyn chimed in. “You are kind of 
the ideal model to bring this out into public awareness. How many 
other people are going through this same thing right now and feel 
alone because they are too embarrassed or afraid to talk about it? It’s 
heartbreaking... just heartbreaking!” 

Karina looked at her kindly and continued, “That being said, it is 
your life, and you have a choice. Even now you can walk away, and 
let this be Evelyn’s fight. Or...” she paused, leveling her gaze, “or you 
can work to save people like your husband by being open with what 


you are going through and sharing how you are going about beating 
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it.” Karina interlaced her long, slender fingers together and rested 
her chin atop them, locking her dark eyes with Rosemary’s: “You 
said at the funeral that our memories are the most precious things 
we possess, correct?” She arched elegant black eyebrows, waiting for 
the correct answer. 

“Yes,” the answer came softly. 

“Then, fight to keep this gift, for yourself and others, and for the 
family that you have left.” Karina sat back in her chair, “It is your 
decision, but I believe you have more courage than you think.” Karina 
looked over to Marilyn. 

Marilyn backed her up, “She’s right you know.” 

Rosemary looked with gratitude at her two friends, the strength 
to move forward building within her. The courage that they knew 
was in her began to gain traction and soon her resolve was palpable 
across the table. 

She smiled, ““That’s all I needed to know.” She stood and reached 
for her purse, “Now, if you ladies will excuse me, I’ve got some calls 
to make.” She winked and walked off powerfully, heels clicking 
sharply with determination. 

Marilyn cupped her hands to her mouth and cheered after her, 


“Go get ’em, Rosie!” 


Chapter 29 


“Ok, great job today, everyone!” Lindsey called the group to the 
center of the room. “Gather up and have a seat; I have something to 
discuss with you.” 

Soon a dozen chatty teenagers made their way to the center of 
the room, taking cross-legged seats in a semi-circle in front of her, 
joshing and nudging each other until she leveled the noise with that 
stern, beyond-her-years look. Only a boy named Diego, a boy with a 
slight build and an irresistibly mischievous grin continued stringing 
along a story to the large boy next to him who was glancing nervously 
between the glaring Lindsey and the oblivious Diego. 

Everyone loved Diego, but he was often the first and last person 
that Lindsey had to bring to order. Nevertheless, she secretly had 
a hard time keeping a straight face at his antics and his vivacious, 
crazy laugh. 

“Diego, please!” she called out over his chatter. 

Diego looked up and realized, as was often the case, that he was 
the only person still talking. It never failed to surprise him that he 
had been the only person to miss the cue. 
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“Oh...sorry, Lindsey. I was just...” 

“IT know, Diego. We all know...I’m sure you were just in the 
middle of a very funny story. But can you table it?” 

“T don’t know,” Diego said, smiling. “It’s pretty damn funny!” He 
laughed his infectious laugh, and the room laughed helplessly along. 

Lindsey smiled slightly, then shook her head firmly. 

He finished laughing as quickly as he could and caught his breath, 
“Okay, okay...I’m sorry. Done now.” He made a motion as if to zip his 
lips shut and open his eyes wide at her in his best attempt at attention. 

“Thank you,” Lindsey said to him, shaking her head with gravity, 
the corners of her lips struggling not to curl into a smile. She cleared 
her throat and clasped her hands in front her like a CEO making a 
presentation. “You all have met Nicholas,” gesturing magnanimously 
to Nick off to her right. “Some of you have even managed to dance 
with him,” she added in a joking tone. 

Nicholas called out, “Hey, I’ve gotten a lot better!” The class 
laughed good-naturedly. An oversized boy nearest Nicholas guffawed 
and nudged him unexpectedly, almost bowling him over. Nicholas 
was becoming one of their own, and he was surprised to find that he 
enjoyed this sense of belonging. 

Lindsey raised a hand, “Ok, ok,” and the chatter stilled again. 


She reassumed her business-like tone: “Most of you do not know 
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that Nicholas’s mother is a retired ballerina now working as the 
Administrator at the Dance Academy.” 

The group scrutinized Nicholas carefully with this new knowledge 
in their possession. He kept his eyes on Lindsey. 

She continued in a more serious tone, “I am sorry to say that 
Nicholas’s grandfather passed away a few months ago after losing 
the battle to Alzheimer’s.” She let this hang in the air. The group was 
silent. Lindsey went on, “Since then, his mother has been looking for 
a way to fight Dementia to keep his grandmother healthy and recently 
they found something exciting.” She paused. “They discovered a 
study that could possibly lower the risk of Dementia in older adults 
by seventy-six percent.” 

The room murmured with wide eyes. Lindsey allowed them a 
moment to process before continuing. 

“This brings me to the point of this meeting: Nicholas’s Mom is 
beginning a ballroom dance program for seniors and has asked our 
dance club to partner with her.” Lindsey paused and looked from face 
to face for reactions. 

The class looked confused. The large boy raised his hand. 

Lindsey pointed to him, “Yes, Lenny.” 

Lenny re-slouched and scratched his head: “So, what does that 


mean exactly?” 
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“It means that we would be advocates with them in raising 
awareness about this issue in the community, and we will also serve 
as taxi dancers for the program, especially while it is growing. 
We would do this in shifts when they had classes. It is very, very 
important that this program get off the ground, and we can help make 
that happen.” She looked around again as understanding began to 
light their faces. 

An unassumingly attractive Japanese girl, with a long pony tail 
and large glasses, raised her hand. 

“Yes, Rebecca?” 

Rebecca pushed her glasses further up her nose and crinkled her 
features, “So, you want us to dance with old people?” 

The students tittered again. Nicholas sighed. This isn’t going so 
well. 

Lindsey kept calm and looked back at Rebecca, opening her 
mouth to answer when Diego chimed in without raising his hand, 
“Do these old people even know how to dance?” 

He nudged his neighbor and laughed as if he’d just make ' 
great wisecrack, a few people laughed and repeated his question in 
undertones to their neighbors. 

Lindsey tried to nip it in the bud and leveled Diego. These people 
are getting too close to my edge. “Hey! Shut it!” she yelled for 


attention. All heads snapped toward her. “Do old people even know 
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how to dance? Are you serious? Ever heard of Gene Kelley? Fred 
Astaire?” 

The names elicited blank faces. 

Lindsey’s face tightened with anger, “Yes, old people know how 
to dance! Some of them will probably dance circles around us!” 

Nicholas noticed with alarm that her phrases had begun to lilt. 
Keep your cool Lindsey. Keep your cool. 

A new girl spoke up in the silence. “I would love to do the 
program,” she said sweetly. “But, I have a job. I also have all honors 
classes—” her voice dripped with pride, “that are killing me with 
homework, and I’m on the swim team. It’s a miracle that I’m here at 
all.” The new girl flipped her hair and looked at Nicholas to see if he 
specifically was glad for the miracle of her presence, “Adding in extra 
activities is not possible.” She was perfectly smug in making her case 
although even she had to have some inkling that she was overselling 
her schedule a bit for effect. However, the rest of the room looked at 
her curiously and began to consider their own time commitments. 

Lindsey surveyed the new girl calmly, “I understand that. But 
understand I am not asking for anyone to quit their job or fail out of 
school to make this happen. I’m asking for us to commit to doing 
this as a group and figure out together how we can make it happen 


with each person doing what they are able to do. For some of us that 
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might mean going in once every other week and others might be able 
to try for three days a week.” 

The room shifted. The new girl paled and looked down at her 
hands. She had been bluffing about wanting to help. 

I knew it! Lindsey thought. 

Another boy in the back piped in, “I don’t know Lindsey.. .it 
seems weird...” 

There it is, Lindsey thought, that’s the real heart of it. ‘What will 
other people think?’ 

The room murmured in agreement relieved that someone had 
finally voiced it. There was mutiny buzzing in the air. The new girl 
looked up, her true inner feelings vindicated. 

Lindsey smacked her hands together loudly. The sound echoed 
off the walls, and the group fell silent. 

Lindsey’s face flushed: “Let me get this straight. None of 
you—” pointing furiously around the room “—wants to be part of 
a new program that could possibly help your grandparents? I don’t 
know about you, but my grandparents are already gone.” Her o 
flashed with sudden angry tears, not caring her brogue was getting 
stronger by the minute. “—Gone. I lost my grandmother little by 
little to Dementia, and you selfish assholes are telling me you aren’t 
interested in becoming part of a movement that could save your own 


grandparents because you don’t want to go outside of your own 
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comfort zone with your bros and your girlfriends and partner with 
some ‘old people’ because it might seem ‘weird’ ?” | 

Her words rang around the room. The group hung their heads 
shamefaced and silent. But Lindsey wasn’t finished. She spun on her 
heels and looked at Jess who was sitting calmly looking at Lindsey. 
I can count on her. 

“What about you, Jess? What about your Mi-ma? How old is she?” 

“72,” Jess replied. 

“Do you love her?” 

“Of course. She practically raised me.” 

“Jess, this study found that frequent ballroom dancing could 
possibly reduce the risk of dementia by seventy-six percent...seventy- 
six percent! Don’t you want your grandmother to have access to this?” 

Jess’s raised her eyebrows and replied evenly, “Yeah, of course I 
do, Lindsey.../ think we should do the program.” 

Yes. We've got one, Lindsey grinned inwardly. Here we go, just 
like dominoes. The room wavered. Inner conflict showed on more 
than one face. They all had good hearts, even ‘miss honors girl, and 
Lindsey knew it. She planned on using that. 

Lindsey looked at each face in turn, imploring them. “How can we 
not be a part of this? Please guys. Some of you still have grandparents 
to dance for; some of us only have the memories. We’ll regret this 


forever if we turn down the chance we have to make a difference.” 
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The group began to sway, each looking to each other to get a read 
on which direction the group would ultimately head to avoid going 
out on a limb solo. 

Lindsey studied their faces. J almost have them. 

She sighed heavily as she pulled out her last card. Her tones were 
quiet and solemn, “I worked to build this club from the ground up. If 
we are not who I believe us to be, if each of you 1s not the person I feel 
deeply that you are—” she swept a glance around the group in stern 
affection like a lioness and took a deep steadying breath “—then I 
must resign as club president effective immediately.” 

Every jaw in the room dropped. Nicholas looked in wondering 
admiration at Lindsey. She’s magnificent. The room protested loudly 
as forlorn disbelief registered on every face. No one could picture 
how they would manage to keep the club together without Lindsey. 

Lindsey looked around solemnly, “I do not want to leave you 
guys. I love this club and being your president, but it comes to this— 
either we do this program or I am out.” 

The faces in the room softened. Resolution began to shine forth. 
Jess stood up and walked up to stand beside Lindsey in solidarity, 
turning to face the group. Nicholas pushed himself up and joined 
them. The three stood strong and faced the rest. 

“T call for a vote.” Jess said calmly, “All in favor of partnering 


with the Senior Dance program raise your hand.” 
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Jess thrust a hand in the air. Lindsey looked at her gratefully. 
Nicholas’s hand rose. Their eyes met. It sent a warm shiver down his 
back. She is really something. Other hands began to rise, and soon 
the whole group was standing together with hands raised. 

Rebecca sniffed and ran to Lindsey, burying her face in her 
shoulder, Lindsey looked down surprised and patted her on the back 
awkwardly. 

“...it just would-n’t be...the same with-out...you...” Rebecca 
sniffed. A few of the other girls echoed the sentiment. She was their 
leader, their fierce, fearless leader and when it really came down to 
it, resist though they may, they would follow her just about any where. 
The ranks pulled in tighter with this new sense of purpose, now that 
they had made their choice. They began to talk eagerly about the 
program, peppering Nicholas and Lindsey with questions. 

Diego’s jovial voice sounded above the crowd, “Ah man, guys this 
is gonna be fun...Let’s go save us some old people!” Even Lindsey 
collapsed into laughter at his ridiculous rallying cry. He’d already 
forgotten that he had been one of the protestors just a few minutes 
earlier, as had all of the other protestors. 

Lindsey’s face beamed at her club with unadulterated pride. She 
leaned over to Nicholas and whispered in his ear, “Tell your mom 


that we’re in business.” 


Chapter 30 


The following afternoon Nicholas was riding his bike home when 
he saw Lindsey’s car parked on the street in front of the public 
library. Almost without thinking, he jumped off his bike and walked 
it through the library’s gated parking lot and chained it to the iron 
rod fence. 

He paused to text his mother. Change of plans. I’m at the library. 
Lindsey's here too. I might be here a while. 

He adjusted his pheiae and ran his fingers through his hair. 
Nicholas was wearing dark jeans and a V-neck short sleeved shirt 
that hugged his athletic frame. He double checked his hair in the 
reflection of the library door, which was a little more tousled than 
usual from the ride. 

His phone buzzed. You stay at that library as long as you like;) 
Learn a lot, but be home by ten. love you. 

He grinned and pushed the door open. The library was stunning. 
The main room had a huge vaulted ceiling with rows of colorful 
grained tables and lots of natural light. There was a balcony on the 


second floor that circled the big open space and looked down over the 
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long tables scattered with people engrossed in the studies. There were 
cozy enclaves, reading rooms, and out of the way corners with large 
stuffed arm chairs perfect for hiding away with novels or homework. 
Nicholas used to come here nearly every day in middle school, and 
for story hour with Rosemary when he was very little. He loved 
this place. He was a voracious reader just like Alan was. That was 
his preferred method of learning and really the only reason he was 
passing high school. 

He walked into the main room trying to look for Lindsey without 
being to obvious that he was looking for her. He drew quite a few 
glances from a few girls as he sauntered through. They looked up, 
hopeful that his eyes would fall on them, but he continued to scan. 

A frumpy lady with a name tag around her neck and round 
spectacles pushed a book cart with discarded selections towards him 
with a smile, “Why, hello Nick,” she said in a delighted whisper, “I 
haven’t seen you in a while.” 

Nicholas’s smile lit his handsome face as he greeted her, “Hey, 
Miss Jenkins! How are you?” 

“Tm fine, Dearie. What brings you in today?” her eyes glowed. 
“We just got in some hardbound volumes of Charles Dickens from a 


wealthy donor...Would you like to see them?” 
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Nicholas hesitated. He did really want to see them, and he 
also realized it might be a less exposed way to search for Lindsey. 
“Absolutely. Lead the way.” 

She gave a little chuckle and abandoned the book cart, starting 
a heavy-footed shuffle towards the balcony with a small wave at 
Nicholas to follow. She favored her left side, throwing her weight 
back to her right as quickly as possible. The stairs proved to be a bit 
of trouble, and Nicholas jumped in quickly on her left side. 

“Here, Miss Jenkins,” offering her a strong arm. 

“Thank you, Sweetie,” she wrapped her arm around his gratefully. 
“You know, it’s not every day an old lady like me gets such a handsome 
escort,” she chuckled breathlessly. 

“I don’t believe that for a second,” Nicholas responded with a 
handsome smile that made Miss Jenkins feel young again, at least 
long enough to reach the landing and catch her breath. They paused, 
and Nicholas looked around discreetly for Lindsey. J don’t see her. He 
glanced over the rail to the tables below, but her strawberry blonde 
hair was nowhere in sight. | 

Miss Jenkins gestured to Nicholas, “I have them set up right over 
here,” leading him away from the balcony through smaller out of the 
way aisles to a little corner with a small table laden with hardcover 


books beautiful molded and bound with gold tipped pages. Miss 
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Jenkins stood beside the table and looked into Nicholas’s los with 
eagerly. 

Nicholas let his bag slide to the floor as he took up David 
Copperfield, turning its golden pages with genuine delight. “Wow, 
these illustrations are gorgeous,” he said in his deepening voice. 
He ran his hands over the bindings and looked up at Miss Jenkins: 
“Grandpa would have loved this...” 

His face fell for a moment, and Miss Jenkins jumped in with 
forceful good cheer, “And so he does, Nicholas, and so he does! 
Don’t you think for a second that Alan isn’t still here in his own way 
enjoying all of this—” her arms moved expansively “—and enjoying 
watching your young life unfold.” She reached over a hand and shook 
his arm gently as if to shake off the sadness. 

Nicholas smiled at her warmth and looked at her affectionately. 
“Thank you,” he said simply. 

At that moment, a flash of long strawberry blonde hair caught 
his eye, and he turned to see Lindsey watching them from the end of 
the aisle with an uncharacteristically soft expression on her face. She 
wore jean shorts and a green fitted tank top that made her green eyes 
glow; her long hair flowed loosely over her shoulders. 

She is so gorgeous. Nicholas took in her sun-kissed skin and 
beautiful long legs. He was starting to feel drawn towards her in a 


way he’d never felt towards anyone before, and he liked it. 
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Miss Jenkins followed his gaze, and her face lit up as she saw 
her: “Lindsey! I didn’t know you were here! How are you, Dearie?” 

Lindsey came down the aisle, her self-conscious expression 
revealing that she had indeed overheard the conversation: “I’m great 
Miss Jenkins. I didn’t see you when I came in!” She gave the old 
lady a hug. 

Miss Jenkins beamed from one to the other, “Nicholas this 
is Lindsey,” unaware that the introduction was unnecessary. She 
turned to Lindsey confidingly, “I’ve known his grandparents and dear 
Nicholas for more years than I can count.” 

Lindsey smiled at Nicholas and was about to reply when Nicholas 
stepped in and offered her his hand with a charming smile, “Lindsey 
was it? Nice to meet you.” 

Lindsey laughed, “Nice to meet you, Nick.” She smiled at him as 
she gave him her hand with a new expression on her face. My hand 
fits so perfectly in his. 

Nicholas would have given anything to know what she was 
thinking behind those green eyes. He let go of her hand with 
reluctance. He would have tried to keep it if Miss Jenkins had not 
been there. 

“Well,” said Miss Jenkins with a knowing smile at the chemistry 
palpable between the two, “I should be getting back to it. Don’t either 


of you to be strangers, you hear?” she wagged an affectionate finger 
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at them and turned back down the aisle. At the end of the row, she 
paused and threw over her shoulder with a wink, “Nicholas, why 
don’t you show Lindsey some of those books?” Lindsey turned to 
Nick, and Miss Jenkins shuffled off with all the satisfaction of a 
well-skilled matchmaker. 

Lindsey walked up to the table casually, “So...I guess you read 
then?” She grinned up at him playfully running her slender fingers 
over the ornately bound manuscripts. 

“A bit,’ Nicholas downplayed it with a cool shrug. 

She nodded at the book, still in his hand, “What do you have 
there?” 

He handed it to her, “David Copperfield. My favorite by Dickens.” 

She murmured softly as she turned its pages. Lindsey had a well- 
worn copy of the same book on her nightstand. She didn’t believe for 
a second that Nicholas had read it. It’s a big ass book for a guy who’s 
barely passing his classes. She asked casually, “What’s it about?” 

He answered evenly, “It’s sitls a boy who never knew his father. 
After his mother dies, he’s thrown out into the world and learns to 
find his own way and survive. It’s about his journey along the way 
and what he learns about human nature. Very inspiring.” 

He could have learned that from the inside sleeve. Lindsey wasn’t 
convinced. She whispered to Nick in an intense undertone, “Janet! 


Donkeys!’” quoting a character from the middle of the novel to which 
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Nicholas threw back his head and laughed, replying with a quotation 
from the same character in his best spinster impression, ““Mr. Dick, 
what shall be done with the boy? You see Janet, Mr. Dick will set us 


999 


right.” He grinned at her. 

Well, shit. Lindsey tried hard to hide her approval and failed. She 
grinned back. “Hey, I’ve got all my stuff in the enclave over there...” 

This was exactly the invitation Nicholas was waiting for. He 
responded with a pleased smile, and he felt electricity surge through 
him. “Lead the way.” 

They went deeper into the second floor stacks, away from the 
whispers and footsteps that floated up from the main floor, into a little 
passageway that emptied into a small cubby with a huge window seat 
scattered with cushions. The window had an incredible view. Lindsey 
climbed easily on the seat and spread her legs out the length of the 
seat. Nicholas smiled and dropped his bag and sat on the opposite 
side of the window seat. He leaned against the wall, one leg on the 
floor, one leg bent on the seat with an arm looped around it, his dark 
head leaning alluringly to one side. Lindsey watched the light play 
across his eyes. They aren't as dark as they seem from far away, 
when the sun hits them they look almost copper. Both were finding 


it hard to breathe around the other in such an intimate setting, both 


were hiding it well. 
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“So Lindsey...,’ he began, conscious of how pleasant her name 
felt on his tongue 

“So Nicholas...,” she returned coyly. “It seems there is more to 
you than meets the eye.” 

He shrugged. “Everyone is more than meets the eye.” He changed 
the subject. “What’s all this?” he said, nudging her pile of books with 
his toe. 

She laughed and held up a few. 

Nicholas read the titles out loud as she shuffled each one behind 
the others: “Dancing through the Generations...The Aging Brain... 
Music and the Mind...” 

She grinned, set them down, and dug through the pile again: 
“Saved the best for last!” holding up a DVD with three cheerful 
looking people in bright yellow raincoats. 

“Oh my God,” Nicholas leaned forward towards her to take it, and 
his cologne drifted towards her enticingly, “Singing in the Rain!” He 
took it from her and sat back with a laugh. 

She caught her breath and steadied her smile. He was too busy 
reading the back cover with a boyish grin to notice his effect on her. 
Geez girl, get a grip. She grinned to herself and toward him, “I’m 
going to send this home with Diego. Jt will blow his mind.” 

Nicholas laughed, “Great idea.” He studied her for a moment. She 


pulled her legs up to her chest to hide her nerves. Nicholas was the 
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next to speak. He cocked his dark head to one side thoughtfully, “Can 
I ask you something, Lindsey?” He liked saying her name. 

“Sure,” she replied evenly. 

“How did you get into dancing?” He kept his eyes on hers and 
leaned forward slightly. 

Lindsey smiled softly, “Its a long story.” 

Nicholas returned her smile, “Good.” The sun peeked in through 
the window at that moment and cast its light onto Nick’s face, making 
his brown eyes glow copper. Her heart fluttered. 

“Remember when I told you my parents came over from Ireland?” 

Nick nodded. 

“Well, it wasn’t just them that came over. They were young 
newlyweds when they came. They brought my Dad’s parents with 
them and moved to this tiny little two-bedroom house in Boston. 
My earliest memories are of my little brother and I sleeping on the 
pull-out couch in the living room. My grandpa wasn’t able to find 
work. Just about the only thing he knew how to do was farm, and 
they couldn’t do that in Boston. Nobody wanted to deal with training 
him either because they thought he was too old, or his accent was too 
heavy.” Lindsey broke off and looked at Nick sheepishly, “He also 
had quite a temper, which might have made it worse.” 


Nicholas laughed, “Ahhh, I see!” 
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“Anyway, when I was a child they mostly watched us “ grocery 
shopped or cooked whenever Mum and Dad had money for groceries. 
No one told me Grandpa had cancer until he was almost gone. One 
day he was laying on our couch sleeping, and my little brother and 
I were trying to wake him so we could make up our bed and go to 
sleep ourselves, but my Grandpa never woke up.” 

“Geez. I’m sorry.” 

She shook her head, “It was over ten years ago. Besides, he was 
with family until the end, so he was lucky in a way.” She looked at 
Nicholas apologetically, “I promise that I’m getting around to the 
dancing.” 

He leaned back with his arms behind his head. “Take your time.” 

She smiled. She wasn’t used to anyone’s full attention like this. 
It felt good. 

“Well, after that grandmother started to get sick to but in a 
different way. My brother and I adored her. She was more like a 
mom to us than our Mom was. She had always been a little unstable, 
but after Grandpa died she started acting younger and younger. In 
the end, she thought she was eighteen again. She thought she was a 
girl back in Ireland, waiting for my grandpa to come take her to the 
dance. She was a light, agile little woman who use to love jigging 
and two-stepping around the living room to practice for the dance 


that, of course, the rest of us knew wasn’t happening.” She smiled 
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with a bittersweet expression at Nicholas that moved him deeply. He 
leaned towards her. 

“My little brother and I would clear the floor of the small living 
room and push back the couch so she would have room to jig. She 
wasn’t clear on who we were at the end, but she seemed to enjoy us 
and love us without remembering why. Dancing seemed to make 
her happy. My little brother and I danced with her, and learned all 
the steps; things were stable for a while and we were happy that she 
was happy even though she didn’t recognize us. A few months later, 
we found out she had advanced cancer like Grandpa. Not long after, 
she had a bad fall that she never recovered from and couldn’t dance 
anymore; she fell into a depression and never really eine back. My 
last happy memories of my grandma were her lying on the couch 
watching my little brother and I two-stepping across the floor. She 
would clap out the beats for us and direct us, and we’d get to hear her 
laugh again. At some point though, she didn’t seem to even hear the 
music anymore. She just gradually shut down, and silently slipped 
away.” | 

Nicholas looked down at his hands, and watched her face carefully, 
“Where were your parents during all this?” 

Lindsey gave a short laugh. “My parents. Wow. Let me see...” 


she looked at the ceiling, “After my Grandpa died, my mum started 
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drinking. If she wasn’t working in the factory, then she was drunk, 
and sometimes she was drunk even if she was at work.” 

Nicholas’s jaw dropped, “So did you Dad take care of you guys 
and your Grandma?” 

ENone 

“Then—?” 

“T did,” she said with a shrug, looking at him defiantly. 

Nicholas felt an ache in his chest. He could now feel the pain behind 
her words, and behind her strong exterior. He felt an inexplicable urge 
to take her hand, and pull her to him but he refrained. 

Lindsey exhaled slowly, “Dad left soon after that, and Mum never 
stopped drinking. She had an older sister here in San Francisco who 
did pretty well for herself, so we moved out here to be close to her, 
and she helped take care of Mum for a while. The three of us live in 
a house now that my aunt is renting to us for next to nothing. The 
government gives us food stamps, and my aunt threatened my Dad 
with a lawsuit if he didn’t start paying child support, so that helps 
a bit now. We don’t have much coming in but we are surviving. 
Sometimes my mother has a job, sometimes not. She gets fired a lot. 
I’ve been working since I was in middle school to make ends meet 
for us. Basically, I’ve been raising her and my little brother since I 
was eight.” 


Nicholas breathed out slowly. 
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Lindsey watched his eyes carefully, wishing she knew what he 
was thinking. 

She tried to lighten the mood, “Sorry. You really didn’t need to 
know all that. The good news is that my life is headed in a different 
direction. I’ve been working towards a college education my whole 
life, and I should be able to get some good scholarships and some 
hardship money. My life will be different from hers. I can make a life 
for myself that my parents couldn’t...I have to believe that or I'll lose 
my mind.” She paused and gave a small laugh, trying to shake off the 
tension. She fell silent for a moment before looking up at Nick. “Now 
you know better than to ask an Irish person for a story,” she said in 
an attempt at lightening the mood. 

He just looked at her, knowing he couldn’t say what he really 
wanted to say. 

She flipped her hair over to the side for an excuse to look away 
for a moment. It covered the side of her legs, which were still pulled 
tightly to her chest. She rested her chin on her knees and let out an 
exhale and looked up at him at him with a small endearing smile ad 
her big green eyes, “Ok, your turn.” 

“My turn?” She looks like a nymph right now, with the light 
dancing through her long hair. 

“Yep. So I’ve met your Mom, and she’s great. Are you close with 


your Dad to? Does He live nearby?” 
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Nicholas laughed, “Time for my sad story, huh?” He gave a wry 
smile and ran his fingers through his hair out of habit, “I actually have 
no idea where my Dad is. Last we heard it was Hong Kong, and we 
heard that by accident from his sister. I’m sure I wouldn't recognize 
him now if we passed on the street,” he shrugged. 

Lindsey shook her head. “Hong Kong? That’s crazy. I thought 
you must have a little bit of Chinese blood in you...your eyes have 
a bit of a curve to them that...” she stopped confused as Nicholas 
grinned at her. Great! Now he’s gonna think I just sit around and 
daydream about his eyes. She played it off nonchalantly, changing 
gears, “So, did he and your Mom meet here?” 

“Yeah, they met while Mom was still a professional ballerina. 
He was a bit of an...opportunist, I suppose you could say. After her 
injury ruined her career, and her spotlight was gone, so was he. I 
was just a baby, so I guess I’ve never really known the difference 
with or without him. My grandparents kind of raised me and took 
care of all of us while Mom hie We live in their old house now; 
they downsized when Grandpa got sick a few years ago. I wish we 
could have lived in the same house as them like we did when I was 
a baby, but Mom and Grandma Rose had a tense relationship until 
really recently, so it’s probably better that we didn’t, maybe someday 


we will again. Anyhow, Grandpa Alan was like a father to me. They 
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had this amazing library built with bookshelves from floor to ceiling 
and a fireplace at one end.” 

Nicholas’s eyes misted over, a reminiscent smile turned up the 
corners of his mouth, “My Grandpa was a teacher. He was the one 
who taught me to read. One of my earliest memories is being curled 
up on his knee while he read Steinbeck and Hemingway out loud to 
me. I was too young to understand most of it, but it didn’t matter, I fell 
in love with the rhythm of the language, and I’ve loved literature ever 
since. He was always pushing me into harder and harder books so we 
could discuss them together. He’d put some logs on the fireplace when 
it was cold outside and turn the air up way high when it wasn’t, and 
we'd just sit in these wingback armchairs by the fire and talk about 
what we were reading.” 

Lindsey eyes glowed as he described the scene, “I’m sorry I never 
got to meet him. That library sounds amazing...” 

Nicholas shifted. “It’s funny, I haven’t been in there since he 
passed away.” He rubbed a spot on his jeans. “I want to go there now. 
I didn’t realize I was ready until I started telling you about it.” | 

Lindsey’s smile softened. She looked down for a moment then 
back up at Nick with eyes squinting slightly, contemplating him, 
“Can you explain something to me?” 

“T will if I can.” Nicholas felt safe with Lindsey. It was a new 


feeling that he had never felt before with another person outside of 
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his family. This was the first time he’d really shared tioned This is 
kind of great. 

“How does a guy like you get so mixed up with idiots like Trevor 
and the rest of your old gang? How does a guy who reads Steinbeck 
for fun end up failing classes?” She was direct and straightforward. 
The only way she knew how to be. 

Nicholas blinked, surprised at her directness but not offended. 
It’s a fair question. He rubbed the back of his neck and thought. How 
did that all happen? 

She backed up. “You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to...” 

“No, no, its fine. “It’s just an Irish-long kind of story.” He flashed 
a smile at her, and she registered relief that he wasn’t offended. 

He shook his hair out again and she smiled, realizing that it was 
probably a nervous habit. He is so attractive. If he ever knew how 
much, he would be absolutely insufferable. 

“So everything was good in life, and I didn’t really have a 
complaint in the world until Grane Alan started getting sick. I 
was only twelve when we started to realize something was wrong. 
He had always been the one to help me with my homework, but 
he started slipping; he couldn’t remember how to do the new math 
equations, that sort of thing. When his health started to deteriorate, 


other things stopped mattering to me. The three of us were so busy 
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trying to get him well that no one noticed when I started slipping 
through the cracks.” 

He looked out the window at the dying light. Lindsey watched, 
tracing his jawline with her eyes, watching the muscles tighten. 
“T guess I’ve always seen the world differently. To me, it made no 
sense if I passed classes or not if I was going to lose him in the end. 
I wanted to spend as much time with him as I could, so I didn’t care 
about making friends in high school or hanging out with people or 
going to dances or being cool. People our age have always acted so 
weird around me that I probably wouldn’t have been interested even 
if Grandpa wasn’t sick. Does that make sense?” 

Yep. That confirms it. He doesn't realize people are intimidated 
around him because he’s stunning. I like him better for that. She gave 
a small laugh: “No, it makes total sense.” 

He looked relieved to be understood. “Good. The interactions I 
have with the dance club are the most normal I’ve ever experienced.” 
He was silent for a moment. As if the story was over. 

Lindsey waited. “So...I was promised a story of Irish tiinortionss 
she said prodding him on. 

He laughed. “Right. So...” collecting his thoughts. “Trevor and 
the gang. That development happened after Grandpa got worse 
and moved into the nursing home. There was this one day that was 


actually worse for me than the day he died. Um—” he swallowed 
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hard and looked down at his knee as he continued with an idcemeble 
face. Lindsey’s heart ached as she wondered what was coming. “It 
was only a few months after he went into the nursing home. I went to 
visit him...and...he didn’t know me anymore. He never recognized 
me again. I...I was the first person he forgot.” A huge lump grew in 
Nicholas’ throat, one he couldn’t talk around. He put a hand up to his 
eyes, his chest heaving with grief. 

Lindsey couldn’t take it anymore. She swung her knees beneath 
her and leaned over to him, putting her hand on top of his. Nicholas’s 
heart stopped. A warmth flowed through him. He dropped his hands 
and let her see his tears. He took her small hand off of his knee and 
leaned towards her, holding her hand in both of his looking down 
at it. Electricity tingled between them. It was magical and strangely 
like the most natural thing in the world that they would be holding 
hands, sharing their most intimate secrets. They sat like that a long 
while, silently holding hands in the window seat, unaware of the time 
passing, neither sure what was happening, neither wanting it to end. 
It was such a strange feeling to Nicholas to feel such piercing grief 
and such buoyant sweetness at once. It felt healing. 

After a long moment, Nicholas continued; his baritone voice 
was a little raspy, “After I lost him I didn’t care what happened to 
me or my life. I was depressed I suppose. It felt like the bad people 


leave, and the good people get taken, so what’s the point in attaching 
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to anything or anybody, you know? I guess it was that spring that I 
started really shutting down and drinking with Trevor and the guys, 
cutting classes, and everything else.” He paused a long time, tracing 
her fingers, sending goosebumps up her arm. He met her eyes. Her 
green eyes focused on his. 

She whispered, “What brought you back?” 

He looked at her deeply and considered, “I guess it was a few 
things at once. The day I landed in jail, I called Grandma Rose to 
come get me. I think I broke her heart a bit. While I was in that cell, 
I realized I still had her to live for, and I didn’t want to waste my life, 
even if life wasn’t fair or didn’t make sense. That day my Grandma 
got lost, really bad, and Mom and I realized we could lose her too. 
It really woke me up. We finally talked some things through at the 
police station and made peace with each other. Since then, Mom and 
Grandma Rose have even put whatever was between them to rest. It 
has made me realize that Grandpa Alan isn’t really gone, not as long 
as his family is still together, still taking care of each other.” 

Her green eyes danced. 

He breathed out slowly, “Phew.” He grinned at her, ““How’s that 
for an Irish-length story?” 

She smiled, and whispered back, “Not bad.” 

I want to kiss her so bad. Nicholas reached up to her and 


smoothed her long hair, tucking it behind her ear, smiling at his own 
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audacity, but they were in a realm where anything could happen. She 
thrilled at his touch, her whole body felt alive. She smiled and leaned 
towards him. 

The library lights shut off. Damn it. She gasped in surprise 
and tightened her grip on his hand, “What happened! Was there an 
earthquake?” 

Daman it, Nicholas thought, the moment is over. He laughed, a 
little shaky from the emotions. “I don’t think so, listen—” Lindsey 
paused, “I think we are the only ones here,” 

“What?!”? Lindsey jumped off the window seat and began feeling 
around for her bag and pulled out her phone. The screen lit her face 
suddenly, “Nicholas look at what time it is!” 

He had to laugh, they’d been there two hours. The library had 
closed fifteen minutes ago. Where had the time gone? 

Lindsey laughed in disbelief, “I can’t believe Miss Jenkins didn’t 
come looking for us...” 

“T can,” Nicholas replied. 

Lindsey heard the smile in his voice, and she blushed, thankful 
for the darkness, “All right let’s get out of here, guess I’ll have to 
check these books out tomorrow.” She left them in a pile, and she 
and Nicholas donned their backpacks and made their way to the 


balcony, which was dimly lit by indirect lamplight from the streets 
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outside. Their eyes adjusted after a while, and they made their way 
more easily. 

“Careful on the stairs,” Nicholas said as they reached the landing. 

“Wish I knew how many there were...” Lindsey muttered under 
her breath. 

“Twenty-two.” 

“Huh?” 

“There are twenty-two stairs. That’s three. ..four...” 

“Are you bullshitting me?” 

Nicholas’s laugh echoed through the empty room. “Nope. I’ve 
spent a /ot of time here...put your arm on my shoulder, a newbie like 
you could get lost around here in the dark...” 

Sure enough, eighteen stairs later, Lindsey was a believer. 

She shook her head in the dark in wonder. Who is this guy? 

“Okay, you win. How many steps to the exit?” She said teasingly. 

“How should I know?” Nick laughed. “We need to go this way 
through the side door into the gated parking lot. I’ve got my bike 
chained there.” 

“Ok, lead the way.” 

The lighted exit sign beckoned, and a moment later they were out 
the door, thankful they hadn’t set off any alarms. Either Miss Jenkins 


was getting forgetful, or the library didn’t have any. 
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They walked out into the lamp-lit parking area. Nidfiolas 
unchained his bike and looked ruefully at the closed gate, “Well, 
that’s great.” He turned to Lindsey cheerfully, “Your turn.” 

“Oh boy.” She looked around and spotted a tree overhanging the 
fence with a large limb and plenty of good footholds. Lindsey nodded 
at it, “There’s our way out. You climb over the fence and get into the 
tree, and Ill lift the bike to you.” 

Nick laughed. “Oh this is going to end so well!” He said teasingly, 
“What happens after that?” 

Lindsey punched his arm lightly and laughed, “Then I climb over 
the fence and down the tree, and you lower the bike to me!” 

Nicholas looked at her incredulously, “Are you sure you can lift 
my bike?” 

“T could lift you, and your bike if I had too!” Lindsey returned 
sharply. 

Nicholas laughed, “Ok, ok, I believe you.” He grinned, “Let’s do 
this!” In seconds, he had scaled the fence and sat in the huge limb 
with arms extended, “Ready.” He grinned at her. 

Lindsey got the bike ready and curled it to test its weight. Shit 
this is heavier than my bike. 

Nick called down, “How’s it going?” 

“What is this bike made out of, lead? Geez.” 


“Do we need a new plan?” 
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“Nope, just making an observation.” Lindsey brushed off her 
hands. There's no way I’m going to look like a weak girl in front 
of Nick. Hell no. She heaved the bike by its top bar to the top of a 
curl and lifted her knee, balancing the bottom bar atop it while she 
changed her grip. She pressed it up above her head and staggered 
under its weight but managed to hoist it high enough for Nicholas to 
grab and pull over the side. “Damn girl!” he said. “You are strong!” 

She let out a victorious yell, still surging with adrenaline, 
climbing the fence and catching hold of the branch, pulling herself 
up, balancing on the top of the fence with one hand on the limb that 
Nicholas and bike were taking up. She gripped the branch and hung 
off it stretching her body to the ground before dropping lightly. Her 
feet stung from the fall, but she would not have let Nicholas know 
that for anything. 

She turned and shouted up to him as he looked down at her 
admiringly, “I’m ready! Lower it!” 

“Ok, Wonder Woman, here it comes.” He lowered it, one hand 
hanging on to the top bar, she grasped the bottom bar. At the ee 
time, they realized Nicholas couldn’t lower it far enough for her to 
get a good hold. This is a horrible idea. There's no way I'm letting 
her get hurt for my bike. “Lindsey, just get out of the way, I’ll just let 


it crash land.” 
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Lindsey stubbornly held on, “No way, Nicholas, it acibi knock 
your gears out of place, I can catch it. Just let it go!” 

“Tt’s fine, just let it fall.” 

“Come on, Nick, drop it.” 

He considered tossing it off to the side, but she read his mind and 
retained a death grip on that bottom bar. With a deep sigh he counted 
off and let it fall. The bike and Lindsey crashed to the ground. 

“Oh my God! Lindsey!” 

“l’m OK!” she shouted out immediately. 

He dropped to the ground easily and pulled the bike off her, 
letting it fall to ground. He pulled her up and sat her up against the 
wall as if she weighed nothing. “Are you hurt anywhere?” He asked, 
trying to stay calm. 

She started to laugh, “Oh my God...oh my God...] think I’m 


> 


going to have a tire imprint on my stomach...” she gasped with 
laughter. 

He sagged with relief when fie realized she was ok and leaned up 
against the fence next to her starting to laugh as well from relief and 
the adrenaline of being with her. It was a long time before either of 
them could stop. 

Nicholas looked at her, twigs sticking out of her mused hair. He 


reached over and pulled one out. 


“Let’s get you home, Crazy, before you get yourself killed.” 
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She grinned at him in response. 
They walked to her car. Although Lindsey’s clothes and Nick’s 
bike were a little worse for wear, the same breathless thought kept 
running through their heads: 


I will never forget this night as long as I live. 


Chapter 31 


Evelyn looked at her watch. /t’s 2:30. He should be expecting me. She 
ran her hand over her hair, making sure every strand was in place, 
well aware that she needed all the help she can get. Today she was 
wearing her favorite summer dress, white with a lace overlay and 
transparent shoulders with a sweetheart neckline also overlaid in lace, 
a bright coral belt at her waist. Footsteps echoed behind the door. It 
swung open, and the Director’s head poked out and brightened. 

“Ah, Evelyn! Come in dear.” He surveyed her appearance 
approvingly, “You look wonderful today.” 

Evelyn flipped her long hair over one shoulder and gave him one 
of her best smiles. He beamed. 

“T’ve been meaning to ask, how Toastmasters is going?” Robert 
began conversationally, gesturing at a chair and unbuttoning his sport 
coat before sitting down across from her. 

“The first couple of speeches were pretty rough,” she stopped to 
laugh at the memory of her first speech, “but I think I’ve got the hang 


of it now. I’m actually getting to be pretty good.” Never thought I'd 
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be able to say that. “You were right you know...” Evelyn looked at 
him and smiled, “I’m glad you suggested it.” 

His chest puffed out a few more inches putting further strain on 
his shirt buttons. “Well, of course, of course! I knew it would be just 
what you needed to distract yourself from all the—” he glanced up 
at her face, “—from everything with Alan,” he finished lamely and 
busied himself with his hands. 

She studied him. Evelyn had been especially meticulous about 
her job responsibilities since their last meeting, and aside from her 
talk with Karen, she’d been quiet about Alzheimer’s around the 
Academy, biding her time. He probably thinks that I’ve put all that 
behind me. 

She broke in determinedly, “Well, Robert, that’s what I want to 
talk with you about.” 

He looked up startled at her directness and folded his hands 
pleasantly, “What’s that, Dear?” 

Now. You've rehearsed this. Just like you rehearsed. 

“T haven’t given up the research on Alzheimer’s. In fact, I bse 
made some contacts through Toastmasters that have led me to 
discover the closest thing we seem to have to a solution ...” 

Robert listened intently as Evelyn explained the study, his 
eyes widening as she explained the connections between dance 


and promoting neuroplasticity in the brain. He began rubbing his 
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forefinger across his upper lip. “Well, that is remarkable, Byelin: f 
truly remarkable.” He stood up and gazed out the window, hands 
clasped behind his back, “Dance is a truly amazing phenomenon...” 
he trailed off. 

Evelyn waited, forcing him to be next to break the silence. 

After a few minutes, he turned back to me quizzically, “I’m a 
little afraid to ask, but what does that have to do with me?” 

She rose to standing, her shoulders confidently back, making 
herself eye level to him. 

“IT want the Academy to dedicate room 8A for the Senior Dance 
Program that I am starting.” His mouth gaped a little. She continued, 
“T have a high school dance club that has agreed to partner with us 
as taxi dancers. I would teach the classes myself and train more 
teachers to come in and volunteer their time. I want program options 
for every weekday starting in the early evenings and adding more 
when it grows...,” Evelyn paused to let him process. 

His jaw tightened. He shook hes head slowly. “I’m assuming these 
classes would be free?” 

She nodded her assent. 

He shook his head again, “Evelyn, the school doesn’t operate for 
free; we need every space to pay for itself.” 

Evelyn plunged back in protesting, “Robert, none of the teachers 


use that room. It’s currently a wasted space until it gets an update, and 
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there are no plans in the financial budget for that kind of renovation 
work for the next fiscal year.” 

He opened his mouth to protest and closed it again and she took 
advantage of his hesitation, “I’m not asking for this to be a permanent 
solution. Let me run the program here for a year. I will put the money 
and work in myself to update the room, buff the floors, paint the walls, 
overhaul the sound system, and AC...I will take care of everything. 
And when the program is big enough to move into its own space, the 
school will then have an updated room that the teachers will actually 
want to use. It’s a win-win for everyone.” 

He looked at her thoughtfully. 

Evelyn continued, “Think about how great the publicity would 
be for the school. No one else is offering a program like this. Yes, it 
would be free, but that doesn’t mean the school wouldn’t get more 
patrons who would be more than willing to donate money to the 
school when they see the Academy giving back to the community 
like this.” 

“T don’t know, Evelyn...” 

“Robert please...” He looked up as earnest tears sprang unbidden 
into Evelyn’s blue eyes. “Please. My father counted you as a friend. Do 
this for him. He lost everything when he died, he—” she swallowed 
hard before she could get the next words out “—he didn’t even know 


my face when he passed.” Evelyn looked up at him imploringly, tears 
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running down her cheeks, “Can you imagine what that’s like, Robert? 
Did...did your mother know you when she died? 

The Director’s face softened. He looked young again as he thought 
of his mother, and then old as he thought of his past grief. 

“Yes,” he said softly, “She knew me. I’m sorry, Evelyn, I didn’t...” 
His voice trailed as his eyes began to swim. He strode hurriedly to 
his desk and pulled two tissues out of the Kleenex box, one for him, 
one for her, and they wiped their eyes in silence. 

Finally, he rested a hand on Evelyn’s shoulder affectionately. 
“You are an admirable woman, Evelyn,” he looked down at his shoes 
and the muscles in his jaw began to quiver with emotion. When he 
looked back up, he smiled. 


“What else can I say...? The room is yours.” 


Chapter 32 


“T’ve got you this time!” Lindsey strained at the gun pulling it as far 
as she could to the left before pushing the red trigger sporadically 
with maniacal laughter. Nicholas groaned as the armored man on 
the screen dropped down dead. Lindsey let the gun go and jumped 
up and down. 

“Ha!” she turned to Nicholas, her eyes flashing. 

He couldn’t help being amused. 

“Ok, ok,” he said rawER grumbling, trying to hide his smile, 
“What do I owe you?” 

“Five bucks! Unless you want to go double or nothing again...” 
She grinned, daring him. 

He laughed, “Geez girl, how much money do you think I have!” 
He dug into his wallet and slapped the bill into her open palm, “There 
you go, you little hustler. Your little brother trained you well.” 

Lindsey laughed and pulled him outside the arcade by the hand. 
Nicholas loved being with her. It had been a few days since the 
library, and they’d spent every free second together. She made life 


feel unpredictable and beautiful...like it glowed around the edges. 
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He grinned at his thoughts and the realization that she hadn’t let his 
hand go. 

“Hey,” he said gently, pulling her to a stop. 

She swung and turned to face him. “Hey,” she answered softly, 
tiptoeing up to him, with an invitation in her eyes that he couldn’t 
refuse. His arm wrapped around her back as he pulled her in to kiss 
her for the first time. Her heart pounded wildly against his. He felt 
on fire. When they parted, their eyes were shining. 

She looked at him coyly, “Sorry, was there something you were 
wanting to say?” 

Nicholas looked back at her and screwed up his face in mock 
concentration, “You know, somehow I can’t quite remember what it 
was...hmmm.” 

“Hmmm,” she echoed, grinning at him happily. 

They walked down along Union Street together hand in hand, 
looking towards whatever caught their eyes, gazing in the windows, 
content to just be walking harceiehand As they passed a pub 
window, Lindsey stopped short and pointed. — 

“Nick, look at this!” 

He followed her finger to the little Irish pub. ““O’Malley’s,” he 
read on the neon sign, “Ah...it’s Irish like you,” he said teasingly, 


pulling her in. 
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She laughed and pushed him away shaking her head, “No, look at 
the flyer in the window. It says they are having an open mic tonight 
at 8 o’clock. Please tell me you are thinking what I’m thinking!” 

“Hopefully, it’s not that you want me to buy you a drink. Because 
I'd be disappointed to know Id been a bad influence on you. And I 
couldn’t anyway, ‘cause you took my last five dollars.” 

She laughed, “That’s a horrible guess. Nick, it’s an open mic! We 
could get your grandmother to come sing\” 

“Get my Grandma Rose to sing in a pub...?”” Nicholas repeated 
this to himself trying to wrap his mind around the idea. He furrowed 
his brow thoughtfully, “I honestly can’t picture her in a pub. You 
haven’t met her yet, but she is very...uh...proper.” 

“Wait...is Grandma Rose a snob?” 

Nick hesitated. 

Lindsey dropped her jaw, “I thought your mom told you Grandma 
Rose met your Grandpa singing in a pub? 

Nick hesitated. That's true...I guess. Still can’t picture it. “But, 
that was over forty years ago. Her idea of slumming now is running 
barefoot through the Ritz...” 

“Nicholas, I wouldn’t call this ‘slumming it” We’re on Union 
Street. I’ve seen three organic florists in a two block radius, and the 
plain white T-shirt in that store window,” she pointed to a boutique 


nearby, “was marked down to a hundred dollars. I honestly think your 
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underestimating her. She doesn’t seem like a shallow person from 
what you’ve described.” 

“She isn’t, it’s not that... 

Lindsey raised an eyebrow at him, “Nicholas, this would be so 
great for her! You’ve told me so much about her...I want to meet her 
and hear this fantastic voice. Please?! You know she’|] do it if you ask! 
Evelyn says you’ve got her wrapped around your finger.” 

She looked at him with those lovely green eyes imploringly taking 
both his hands in hers. 

“Ahhbhh. ..” He sighed in mock exasperation then smiled and gave 
in, pulling her into his arms. 

“T think you've got me wrapped around your finger. You win. 


Let’s go get her.” 


Chapter 33 


An hour later, the two returned to O’Malley’s with a nervous, 
protesting Rosemary in tow. 

“You do know I haven’t done this in forty years...I don’t even 
know what I’1l sing. What if the band doesn’t know anything I know?” 

Nicholas put a comforting arm around his grandmother, “This is 
an amateur night, everyone is going to be nervous and in the same 
boat. It’s the perfect time for you to start singing again. It’s been 
too long, and that is all the more reason to start again now. Grandpa 
would love this.” 

Rosemary sighed shakily. 

“How about this,” Lindsey offered, “if you sing tonight in public, 
Nicholas will dance tonight in public.” 

Nicholas stopped, “Huh. Why are we bringing me into this? I 
only know a few steps...” 

“Tt’s only fair Nicholas. You can’t ask her to put herself out there 
if you aren’t willing to do the same thing,” she looked at Rosemary 
who was smiling at the two of them; her nerves were momentarily 


forgotten. 
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“Tsn’t that right, Grandma Rose?” 

“T think that sounds about right, Lindsey. How about it Nick?” 
She smiled at him as he shook his head with a heavy sigh. 

“Fine. But you two are trouble, don’t think I don’t know it.” 
He kissed Rosemary on the cheek and reached for Lindsey’s hand. 
Rosemary laughed lightly, feeling alive and daring next to the two 
youngsters. Here goes nothing, Alan. 

They walked into the bar and a charming older man with a cap 
and a thick brogue smiled enchantingly at Rosemary, “Why, hello 
there love. Are ye here to be singin’?” 

“T suppose I am.” She smiled excitedly as she wrote her name on 
the sparse lineup along with her selection, heartened to see only two 
other names. “These two youngsters are with me,” she said gesturing 
at Nicholas and Lindsey. 

“Pleased to hear it, miss. If I could just be seeing your hands, 
please.” Nicholas was quickly branded. When Lindsey held out her 
hand, the man did a double take ss he took in her hair and eyes, “Are 
ye one of our own, lass?” He inquired eagerly. 

Lindsey laughed delightedly and slipped into a brogue as deep 
as his own. 

“Me name’s Lindsey. Lindsey McMullen, if ye please, sahr.” 

The gentlemen beamed and held out his hand to her in greeting 


which she shook heartily, “Well, pleased to meet ye Miss Lindsey.” 
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She nodded and followed Rosemary and Nicholas who were 
enjoying watching her in her element. The three of them blinked 
as they walked into the quaint pub lit by lamps with thick shades 
and lanterns. Nick watched his Grandma’s face anxiously, but she 
smiled and seemed perfectly comfortable, despite being the only one 
in the room with pearls. They found a table near the stage and sat 
down. A dozen other people were scattered about the bar, absorbed 
in their ales, telling the bartender the troubles of the day. The other 
two performers were easy to pick out, sitting on high stools at 
little cocktail tables, with their nervous fidgeting energy. It was a 
comfortable, intimate sort of place with a small space in front of the 
raised stage for dancing. 

Rosemary started twisting her napkin. J hope you know what 

you're doing. She ordered two ginger ales for her escorts and a 
chocolate stout for herself that she downed with impressive speed. 
That seemed to calm her nerves a bit. 

The house band trio came from the bar. The pianist sat in front of 
the upright and began tinkering with the keys, joined by a bassist with 
a double upright and a drummer with a scaled down set. The man 
from the check-in walked to the front microphone and announced the 
order for the singers. 

The first waif-like singer got up and announced in a shaky voice 


that it was her first time. The pub burst into encouraging applause, 
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and she laughed nervously before beginning an Irish folk song in 
a pleasant, childish brogue. She finished and bowed. The audience 
applauded warmly. Rosemary relaxed a little. The second singer was 
a large woman with a very strong voice who shook the rafters of the 
pub with the trumpet scatting in her selection. As she took her bow, 
Rosemary’s blood froze. The stage was empty. Time ceased to exist. 

Nicholas squeezed her arm, “Your turn.” 

Rosemary got up and walked onto the stage. As she climbed her 
head cleared and something familiar wrapped around her like a cloak. 
The room stilled and looked at her expectantly. She felt calm, like she 
was outside of time and somehow the master of every moment that 
passed. It was a rush. She nodded at the room and caught Nicholas’s 
eye and gave him a wink. Her voice came out in even tones into 
the mic, 

“My name is Rosemary, and I will be singing ‘Blackbird’ by 
a band that needs no introduction,” she turned and nodded to the 
drummer coolly. 

The drummer nodded back and counted off under his breath, “Ah 
one...ah two...ah one two three four...” and started off lightly with 
the feather sticks sweeping against the high hats. The melody began 
melancholy and beautiful, filling the pub. Rosemary stepped closer 
and cradled the microphone in her right hand, grasping the pole in 


her left as she crooned in her sonorous alto, 
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“Blackbird singing in the dead of night...” 

The room began to sway gently. Men at the bars swept off their 
caps and turned away from their ales as her voice drew them in. 

**...take these broken wings and learn to fly...” 

The rise and fall of the lyrics brought far off looks to all the faces, 
young and old. It was as if the whole room was suspended, holding 
its breath while Rosemary’s voice soared tremulously. Nicholas had 
tears in his eyes. She sang with tears in her own eyes, as she looked 
at Nicholas and Lindsey’s shining faces. It was a simple song, the 
pianist played the guitar riff well, with delicate simplicity, but it 
was Rosemary’s voice, deep and sonorous, that moved the room. 
She filled the room, showing her audience what to feel moment by 
moment... and they willed the song would never end. As the last line 
of the melody came, the crowd held its breath reluctantly. 

“you were only waiting for this moment to arise.” 

The lilting music slowed, hung in the air, and faded. The room 
was silent a moment and then erupted into enthusiastic applause, 
the men at the bar pounding their pints against its surface while the 
tables rose to their feet. Rosemary caught her breath and blushed 
with pleasure. She found her way off the stage and back to her table 
where Nicholas hugged her proudly as the clapping continued. When 
it concluded, each person turned to his neighbor, each eager to make 


observations of her peerless voice. Rosemary was glowing. 
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The house band began to play a lively tune and a burly man witha 
large beard and kind twinkling eyes came up to their table and asked 
Rosemary for a dance. To Nick’s surprise, and her own, she agreed 
and soon others joined them, in a fast stepping jig switching partners 
merrily, laughing along. 

Lindsey nudged Nicholas and nodded at the floor. “How about it?” 

Nicholas grinned and led Lindsey to the floor. The experts on 
the step were taking the novices in hand, and soon everyone had 
caught on and was having a wonderful time. Lindsey was wonderful. 
Nicholas watched her green eyes light up when she caught him 
watching her. She spun towards him, and shouted into his ear, “Look 
at her!” nodding towards his grandmother. 

He heard Rosemary’s laugh and found her shining face among 
the spinning dancers, luminescent with joy, as her partner swung 
her around. 

I always want to remember her this way. 

“Nicholas!” Rosemary Sines out beaming as she spotted him 
dancing. She tried to steer her burly, merry partner closer to them, 
“tell your Mother she—” 

The tide of the dance pulled her away across the dance floor. 
Lindsey and Nicholas laughed and watched her spinning in concentric 


circles until the dance brought her near enough to finish her sentence. 
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Breathless with laughter, her hair coming undone, Rosemary tumbled 
out the rest of the sentence, 


“__owes-me-twenty-dollars.” 


Chapter 34 


Evelyn was full of nervous energy, running around straightening the 
already spotless living room. Nicholas and Lindsey sat on the couch 
watching her, glancing down at their homework when she looked 
their way. 

Lindsey whispered under her breath narrating Evelyn’s frenetic 
movements like a sportscaster, “And the round pillow is back on the 
big chair folks...no, it definitely didn’t work where it was, a real live 
clash of the patterns...” 

Nicholas chuckled, and Lindsey grinned at him. The noise made 
Evelyn look their way, and they rustled studiously through their 
notes. | 

“And so that proves...that X equals ten, Lindsey,” Nicholas said 
foudlly. : | 

Lindsey responded in the same tone, not missing a beat, “You 
know, I think your right, Nicholas! It’s starting to make sense now, 
thanks!” She smiled sweetly and tilted her head at him with a helpless 
teasing look, “Could you explain this next problem for me with the 
cotangents?” 


240 
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Evelyn muttered something to herself and ran into the other room. 

Lindsey looked at him, “Go ahead, Nicholas...cotangents?” 

“Co-what? You're crazy.” 

Lindsey laughed and hit him with a pillow. Nicholas grabbed 
it from her and set it back on the opposite end of the couch with 
exaggerated precision, “Lindsey, my mom had this exactly where 
she wanted.” 

Lindsey laughed, “It’s so cute that she’s nervous. It’s not even a 
date! I mean, you and I are here, Grandma Rose is coming. How long 
has it been since she’s had a man over?” 

“She’s never had a man over to our house.” 

Lindsey gaped at him, “No way!” 

“If Mom has dated anyone since she and Dad were together, she 
hasn’t told me about it.” 

“Wow. That’s crazy. I wonder why.” 

“T think she swore off men after Dad. He really broke her heart. 
Apparently, the rest of the family could see that he wasn’t any good, 
but it took Mom a long time to catch on. She didn’t want to trust men 
after that. That’s what Grandma Rose told me anyway.” 

“What do you think of Michael?” 

“T really like him,” Nicholas answered readily, “He treats Mom 
well. She deserves someone like him. He came over the other 


afternoon and helped me straighten a few things out on my bike.” 
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“Oh yeah? What happened to your bike?” she neieed with an 
innocent look. 

“Call me crazy, but it looked like it had been dropped from a 
ireer 

“Wow. That does sound crazy...” she laughed and her green eyes 
sparkled merrily. 

“T know. It’s all fixed now. Steers straight and all that.” He smiled 
fondly at her. “It was good hanging out with Michael though. He’s 
great.” 

“Yeah, he seems really great. He hasn’t met Grandma Rose yet, 
right?” 

“Not yet,’ Nicholas grinned. 

The doorbell rang. Nicholas and Lindsey watched Evelyn rush 
down the hallway to the front door cursing under her breath about 
men being early. She ran passed a mirror and smoothed her hair 
flinging herself at the door. But it wasn’t men, just Rosemary. 

“Hey, Mom.” She peered aevand her out into the street, looking 
for Michael’s car. Not here yet. “Come on in.” 

“Hello dear,’ Rosemary embraced her daughter, taking in her 
flustered energy with amusement. It’s about time she started seeing 
someone. 

Evelyn pulled her into the house. “I’m still finishing up a few 


things in the kitchen. Your cohorts are in the living room pretending 
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to. do homework,” she tossed over her shoulder as she disappeared 
back into the kitchen. 

Rosemary poked her head in, “Hey, Nick...Hey, Lindsey!” 

“Hey, Grandma Rose!” they chorused. 

The doorbell rang. Rosemary grinned, “I'll get it, Evelyn!” 

Amidst Evelyn’s protests from the back of the house, Rosemary 
opened the door and greeted a smiling Michael bearing a bouquet of 
bright spring flowers. 

“You must be Michael. I’ve heard nothing but good things 
about you.” 

He smiled and shook her extended hand, “Rosemary. It’s a 
pleasure to finally meet you.” She held the door open for him. 

Evelyn emerged from the kitchen, a nervous smile on her face, 
wiping her hands dry on her skirt. 

“Hey, you made it.” 

“Of course. These are for you.” He handed her the bouquet of 
coral-colored dahlias. 

“How beautiful! I love them,” she breathed them in deeply, and 
Michael was struck yet again how blue her eyes were in contrast to 
her dark hair. “Thank you, I'll go put these in water. Your timing 
is perfect by the way, dinner is just now ready.” Evelyn smiled at 


him and he smiled back, and she relaxed. “The dining room is just 
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through there...” She pushed the door open for him and called down 
the hallway, “Nicholas, Lindsey, food’s ready!” 

“Coming!” they shouted together, tossing aside their textbooks. 

“Did you see those flowers?” Lindsey whispered with wide 
eyes. “I thought people only showed up for dinner with flowers in 
the movies.” He smiled and wrapped an arm around her shoulders, 
making a mental note to buy her flowers the next day. 

Nicholas and Lindsey joined the others in the dining room. The 
table sparkled with crystalware and gleaming silver set on a pristine, 
white table cloth. Michael’s flowers adorned the middle with white 
tapered candles on either side. Each place had its own elegant China 
setting. Lindsey had never seen such a beautiful table. It took her 
breath away. 

The table was a long rectangle, seemingly constructed for quite 
a few more people than their little party. 

I don't understand why it’s so big, Lindsey thought. 

Michael greeted them as nee entered the room. Evelyn was 
standing at the table, lighting the tapers. 

“Nicholas,” he said. Extending his hand, he lowered his voice 
and said in an undertone only Nicholas could hear, “I almost brought 
us cigars for after dinner, but...” he glanced admiringly at Evelyn 
lighting the center tapers with a happy glow on her face, “I wanted 


your mother to invite me back.” He grinned. 
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“Michael, good to see you,” Nicholas returned loudly, shaking his 
hand. He lowered his voice, “Guess I’ll have to share my stash with 
you then...I see how it’s gonna be...” 

They grinned at each other, and Michael laughed and clapped 
Nicholas on the back and turned to Lindsey, “Nice to see you again 
Lindsey,” he gave her a warm hug. 

“Hey, Michael,” she said with a smile. Michael feels so safe. He 
radiates that. I'm so glad he has been hanging out with all of us more. 
It’s nice not to be the only new face. 

“Ok, now,” Evelyn said to herself, half out loud. She was satisfied 
with the setting, and she assigned her guests to their respective seats 
at the table. 

Lindsey was directed to sit across from Nick and to the left of 
Evelyn who took her place at the head of the table. Michael took the 
foot, and Rosemary sat to his right. I have this whole side to myself, 
Lindsey mused in wonder. 

Nicholas smiled at her from across the table, looking handsome 
in his button down shirt that attractively accentuated the definition 
in his shoulders and arms, sleeves rolled to the elbows. The candle 
tossed warm light and shadows across his face, and Lindsey was 
struck again by how handsome he was. She looked right towards 
Rosemary then left towards Evelyn and realized she was the only 


woman at the table not in a dress. Oops. Nick didn’t tell me it was 
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going to be fancy. It’s just dinner...she defended herself. . If my mom 
and little brother and I are ever together for dinner, we sit in front 
of the TV. But nobody else seemed to give her casual clothes any 
thought, and Lindsey soon lost her self-consciousness. 

Soon they were eating and chatting easily. They started with a 
fresh Caesar salad and homemade croutons. The silverware clinked 
cheerfully against the plates accompanying the easy conversation. 
Rosemary and Michael became absorbed in quiet conversation that 
was just out of Evelyn’s earshot. She strained to hear, but had to give 
up. She turned to Nicholas, who watched her laughingly. 

“How’s the studying coming?” 

“Good,” he said, glancing over at Lindsey mischievously, “X 
equals ten.” 

“So; I heard.” 

Nicholas laughed. “Oh, Mom, I almost forgot to tell you. Grandma 
Rose told us to tell you that you owe her twenty dollars.” 

“Huh, what for?” 

“She didn’t say, but it sounded like a joke. So it probably wasn’t 
for the pot.” 

“Nicholas!!” 

“No, no not that kind. The pot I broke; didn’t I tell you about 


that?” 
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“Nope. Well, how come you aren’t the one who owes her twenty 
dollars?” 

“’Cause she likes me best,” Nicholas smiled charmingly. 

Evelyn and Lindsey laughed. “Don’t we all. Hmmm. I wonder...” 

Nicholas shrugged, “I’m just the messenger. She told me when 
we were dancing at O’Malley’s last night.” 

Lindsey shot him a look and pursed her lips together. He missed it. 

“Wait a second. You were at O’Malley’s with your grandmother... 
dancing?” 

“Yeah, we all were.” 

“How is this the first I’m hearing of this?” 

Nicholas caught Lindsey looking at him with eyebrows raised 
and caught on. He answered carefully, “Because...1 wanted to 
surprise you.” 

Evelyn grinned. So that’s what this mysterious twenty dollars 
is all about. She got him dancing in public. “Well, son, you lost me 
a bet.” 

sHuhz 

“Never mind.” She smiled warmly. “Would you clear the salad 
plates while I bring out the main course?” 

“Sure.” He started the clearing with his own plate, and he worked 
his way around the table counter-clockwise. As he got to Lindsey, 


he noticed that she hadn’t used her salad fork. It had been his job to 
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clean the silver for the dinner, so he was a little worried that maybe 
it hadn’t been clean. 

“Oh, Linds, did you need a different salad fork? You should have 
said something.” 

Lindsey looked at him curiously, then down at her place setting, 
seeing a pristine salad fork resting in its place, unused. Huh. That's 
why that fork was smaller. “Oh, no. I’m sorry. I guess I wasn’t paying 
attention...”” She was flustered but hid it well. Why does it even 
matter? I ate my salad successfully, didn’t I? 

“No worries,” Nicholas said, picking up both of her forks. “I'll 
bring you another dinner fork.” 

“Thanks.” Rich people. Can’t even use the same damn fork. Geez. 

It was a quick change over from empty salad plates to the full 
dishes of pasta and Evelyn’s famous meatballs. The presentation was 
eye-catching. Evelyn mixed spinach fettuccine with plain, and she 
added a few diced yellow tomatoes and fresh basil to her red sauce 
at the last minute for color and fesinees Lindsey was impressed, 
thinking about the jars of generic marinara in the cabinet at home. A 
bountiful basket of garlic bread slices made its way around the table. 

Evelyn presided cheerily, “There’s plenty more garlic bread in 
the oven. And the fresh Parmesan is in that little silver bowl there, if 


anyone would like some.” 
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Lindsey was the last to dig in, watching everyone carefully from 
under her thick lashes just in case there was some spaghetti fork or 
special method that she didn’t know about. 

Once everyone had served themselves, they all fell back into 
conversation. 

Evelyn turned to her right. “So Lindsey, the Dance Club is in?” 

Lindsey finished chewing before replying, “Yeah, it took a bit of 
convincing, but eventually they warmed to the idea.” Lindsey looked 
across to Nicholas and smiled. 

Nicholas chimed in, “Yeah, they didn’t want to lose their 
President: ..” 

“What?” said Evelyn, looking between them. 

“Nothing. You were saying?” Nicholas raised his eyebrow to 
Lindsey. His dark eyes danced in the candlelight. 

She shook her head slightly at him. He is so far out of my league. 
Phew. She continued, “I think they will really love it once we get 
started. You know the way high school is...kind of its own little world 
that is hard to see beyond at times. This will be good for all of us. 
Have you got the room yet, Evelyn?” 

“Yes,” she replied triumphantly. 

“Mom, you didn’t tell me that! That’s great!” 

“T was waiting to tell you tonight because there are some logistics 


that come with using the room that we all need to talk about,” Evelyn 
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smiled and caught Michael’s eye. She cleared her throat and clinked a 
knife on her glass. Rosemary and Michael’s engrossed conversation 
paused as they looked expectantly down the table’s length towards 
Evelyn. 

“I was just telling Lindsey and Nicholas the good news. Robert 
has agreed to let us run the program from the Dance Academy out 
of one of its large studios at no cost to us.” 

The news was met with a chorus of approval. 

“All right, Mom!” 

“Wonderful, Dear.” 

Evelyn waited for it to die down and continued, “There’s one 
small catch...” 

Nicholas mock-groaned. 

Evelyn and Lindsey kicked him under the table. He scooted his 
chair out of reach of their kicks in playful resentment. When his chair 
was safely resettled, he placed his chin on his hand and turned suave 
features back to Evelyn. 

“So, Mother.. .what’s the catch?” 

Evelyn lost her train of thought momentarily as she looked fondly 
at Nicholas. Being with Lindsey has really brought him back. I love 
seeing him so happy. “The catch is that the room needs a bit of TLC. 
The floors need to be buffed and polished, the walls need paint, and 


I need to get an AC and sound guy in there, you know, that sort of 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER 254 
thing. It’s not a permanent solution, but it will work until the program 
is big enough to warrant renting its own space.” 

“T can twist some arms and get the Dance Club in there to help,” 
said Lindsey. 

“Perfect, I was hoping for that. If we all pitch in, we probably 
have it ready in a week.” 

Michael looked at Evelyn across the table, “Count me in. Also, 
I’ve been talking to my Tai Chi group about the program. They want 
to know when it will start.” 

Evelyn pointed at him, “Perfect. That’s the other thing I wanted 
to discuss. Mom and I have been tossing around the idea of having a 
Gala at the Veterans Building, which is next door to the War Memorial 
Opera House, on the first of July to kick off the program. Mom says 
that her friend’s daughter is the managing director of the Performing 
Arts Center, so we might be able to secure the space, without having 
to raise any money up front. 

“July first! That’s only two months from now!” Nicholas chimed 
in with anxious amazement. 

Rosemary said quickly, “I know it sounds soon, but that’s what 
my contacts are recommending. It happens to be perfect timing 
because the city is reeling from the cost of the care of Alzheimer’s 
patients...this problem is finally on everyone’s radar. The budgets 


for the city are finalized at the end of September, so now is the time 
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to make noise about this. Who knows, if we can convince the right 
people at the Gala, we might even get city funding for ny program.” 

Evelyn nodding in agreement added, “If you think about it, it’s 
not as crazy as it sounds at first. We have a space and we have taxi 
dancers. I have a few volunteer teachers lined up, and we already have 
twenty-five seniors who are on board as well as many more who are 
interested.” Evelyn continued earnestly, “Right now, the occasional 
Irish pub gathering—” she watched the guilty three exchange grins 
“the monthly Community Center dance, and Nicholas, are Mom’s 
only options for dancing.” Her tone lightened as she continued with a 
wink, “Of course, most seniors don’t even have a Nicholas, and, dare 
I say,” she shot teasingly at her mother, “the more respectable of those 
seniors probably aren’t bringing minors with them into drinking 
establishments in search of dance partners.” 

Rosemary shrugged nonchalantly, and the table laughed. 

Then Evelyn leaned forward. “Mom, we’ve all seen a remarkable 
difference in you since you’ve been dancing again, and it will only 
get better the more we can create opportunities for you. So, I would 
like to make this new program happen soon.” 

Rosemary was touched. “Thank you, Evy. I’ve noticed the 
difference in me to...I...I told the kids not to tell you, but I sang last 
night at that pub...” 


Evelyn’s jaw dropped, “Whaaat??” 
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Nicholas and Lindsey broke in delightedly overlapping each other. 

“She was amazing, everyone said so...” 

“You could have heard a pin drop...” 

“They clapped louder for her than for anybody...” 

“Everyone wanted her to sing again...” 

Evelyn, still unable to find her voice, shook her head in disbelief 
as she looked from Lindsey to Nicholas. 

“Those two—” Rosemary broke in, gesturing to their triumphant 
faces, “found a flyer for an open mic and dragged me there, told 
me it was time. Before all this, I would have thought it was silly 
for someone my age to return to something like singing again...but 
I don’t know, maybe starting to dance again made me remember 
what joy feels like and has given me the confidence I needed. It was 
wonderful, and I’m not going to stop again, no matter how old I get. 
In fact,’ Rosemary took a deep breath, “I want to sing at the Gala.” 

Lindsey and Nicholas gasped and broke into raucous cheers. 
Evelyn stared at her mother as if she were a stranger. Michael 
chuckled at Evelyn’s face. 

Rosemary laughed at Evelyn’s surprise, “Singing at the 
Performing Arts Center has been a dream of mine since I was just 
a little older than Nicholas. I had forgotten it until you all woke me 
up again and made me remember I had a life to live.” Evelyn’s face 


had gone from shock to amazement to pride. Rosemary looked at 
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them affectionately, “You all have made me happier than I’ve been 
in years ...thank you.” 

She turned and focused on Nicholas, “In my opinion, the rest 
of the world would be so lucky to have you for a dance partner...” 
then she turned to Evelyn and finished tremulously, “...and you for 
a daughter.” 

Evelyn’s blue eyes shined with joy and tears, as Lindsey and 


Michael heartily agreed. 


Chapter 35 


They finished their cheesecake and coffee leisurely as they planned 
and strategized for the event. It was pleasant to be working together 
like this. Lindsey and Nicholas were commissioned to handle the 
social media for the event and the program. They would be in charge 
of spreading the word around the school, designing business cards 
and a website, and distributing flyers around town. Michael was 
assigned to work with Jack on an ad for the radio while Evelyn would 
be writing ads for all the newspapers. She and Rosemary would 
continue networking to attract as many notable people to the Gala 
as possible. It was decided with relief that Aunt Margaret could be 
solicited to help plan the actual event, Uncle Ray would be the Master 
of Ceremonies, Evelyn and Rosemary would give speeches. The 
evening would begin with a song from Rosemary who would sing 
again later with the band in the Green Room. There would be food, 
dancing, and drinking. Thankfully, no one took seriously Nicholas’s 
suggestion to hire a clown. 

The tapers at the table were burning low when Rosemary decided 


it was time to leave. Everyone was surprised at how late it had gotten. 
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Lindsey was sorry to have the dinner end. For her, it had been like 
stepping into another world. She had even loved how thin and delicate 
the China felt beneath her fingers. Evelyn got up to undim the lights. 
Nicholas cupped his hand around the flame and gently blew out the 
candles He made his way around the table to put his hand lightly on 
Lindsey’s back, and lead her down the hall with the rest of the party 
to see Rosemary safely off. He traced up and down her back with his 
fingertips, sending shivers down her spine. 

Rosemary kissed both Evelyn and Lindsey on the cheek and 
squeezed Nicholas as he wrapped her in a tight hug. When she came 
to Michael, she stopped and cocked her head inquiringly, “I wonder 
if you might walk me to my car, Sir?” 

He smiled at Rosemary, “Of course, I was about to suggest the 
same thing.” His heart pounded. 

He turned and caught Evelyn’s eye as he helped Rosemary with 
her coat and held the door open. Evelyn watched them through the 
glass door surprised at the men butterflies in her stomach. Once 
outside, Michael offered Rosemary his arm, and they walked down 
the porch steps into the cool night air. The street was quiet. They 
paused for a moment and looked up into the night sky. Rosemary 
turned to look him full in the eye. She seemed to grow taller. 

“Let me be frank, Michael. I like you. You seem to be a wonderful 


person who treats Evelyn well and makes her happy, and she obviously 
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has feelings for you. But, let me be straight with you, my daughter has 
been through a Jot. She’s had some negative people in her life who 
have tried to hold her back from her dreams...that list includes her 
son’s father, and, I am ashamed to say, at one time, it included me.” 
Rosemary surveyed him harshly, “If at any point that list grows to 
include you,” she emphasized each word forcefully, “J will get rid of 
you and make it look like an accident. Am | clear?” 

Michael looked at her wide-eyed. “Perfectly clear,’ he said 
respectfully. 

She broke her gaze from his face and turned her eyes to the night 
sky. Michael surveyed the profile of her face through the darkness, 
unsure of what to say next. The crickets went about their chirping in 
the strained silence. 

: Rosemary turned back to him her face again light. She smiled 
and gave a little laugh, catching him off guard. 

“Sorry Michael, I had planned on Alan giving that speech to the 
next guy who vied for our daughter’s affections. I guess it’s my job 
now.” She smiled at him playfully, ““How’d I do?” 

Michael laughed relieved, “It was pretty terrifying.” 

She grinned, “It felt kind of short. Should I have paused longer 
to let you sweat it out?” 

Michael tipped his head and mock pondered, “No, I’d say it was 


just right. I was sweating plenty.” 
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Rosemary laughed. “Well, I’m sure I'll do it better next time.” 
Michael looked at her seriously, “There may not be a next time. 
Would that disappoint you too much?” He waited, heart pounding. 
Rosemary smiled, “No, Michael, that wouldn’t disappoint me 


at all.” 


Chapter 36 


As soon as Rosemary had safely backed out of the driveway and was 
headed home, Michael turned back to the house, shaking his head 
slightly from side to side as he smiled to himself. That is one spunky 
lady. He took the flat flagstone steps two at a time, and cheerfully 
let himself back into the house. Nicholas and Lindsey were in the 
foyer, on their way out to take in the night air on the porch swing. 
Michael found Evelyn in the living room placing two small tumblers 
of brandy on the glass top of coffee table, and he settled into his spot 
on the couch. 

Evelyn began working on a fire in the fireplace. Michael was 
watching impressed. He had offered to do it earlier, but she loved 
building fires and was not ready to for someone else start taking over. 
Besides, she was glad for a chance to ask him a few questions without 
having to make eye contact. She began balancing logs together 
teepee style, as he watched from the loveseat facing the fireplace. 
She attempted a casual tone, “So you and my mother seemed to be 


having a cozy conversation at dinner...” 


Zoo 
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Michael smiled at her casual tone, and he answered with equally 
casual tones, “Yeah, she was curious about a few things...” 

Evelyn smiled ruefully. Geez, Mom, did you drill the guy? That's 
the last time I seat you next to my date. “Let me guess. She wanted 
to know what you did for work...” Evelyn balanced the logs just right 
and surveyed them with satisfaction, “if you’d ever been married...” 
she began sticking chinks of kindling here and there, “...and...why 
you aren’t married now,” which is a great question, “oh, and...if you 
have any kids.” She finished and turned her head to look at Michael 
playfully. “Did I miss anything?” 

Michael grinned at her, “That about covers it.” 

Evelyn turned back to the fireplace and shook her head. She 
continued more nonchalantly than she felt, “And the walk to the car?” 
Color flushed into her cheeks as she thought about what Rosemary 
might have said. She busied herself placing rolled up packing paper 
next to the kindling and held her breath as she waited for his reply. 

Michael laughed, “It was pretty standard. She told me if I hurt 
you, she’d make me disappear.” | 

Evelyn laughed and turned to look at him shrugging her shoulders 
jokingly, “I’d take that seriously if ] were you. We still have no idea 
where the hell Nick’s father is...” | 


Michael laughed heartily at her joke. 
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She joined his laughter, surprised at how she could be thankful 
now for something that was so devastating at the time. She even felt 
warmth from her mother’s protectiveness, as unnecessary as it was 
now. Evelyn struck the first match against the rough grit on the box 
and lit the paper coaxing the fire to life. 

“Your mother is a delight.’ He continued in his deep soothing 
voice. “I really enjoyed the evening. I was happy to answer her 
questions.” 

Evelyn smiled and bent low over the flickering flame, blowing it 
softly. It grew, and she felt its small heat on her face. She sat back on 
her heels on the hearth and watched to make sure the kindling caught. 
“Yeah, mother has always been about as subtle as a freight train.” The 
fire was starting to take. it here. Evelyn stood up and brushed off her 
dress. The color in her face was lovely. 

“My mom was the same way; Rosemary really made me miss 
her, tonight.” 

Evelyn smiled empathetically at Michael and picked up her brandy 
glass on the side table and walked over gracefully to join him on the 
loveseat. She noted with satisfaction that he had positioned himself 
strategically towards the center. She smiled and kicked off her shoes, 
tucking her bare legs beneath her as she settled in facing him, leaning 
up against the couch with her left arm resting on its back, her elbow 


bent up to support her dark head on her hand. The cushions gave 
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way just enough so that her knee was touching Michael’s leg. Neither 
moved, relishing the excitement of being so close, both wondering 
when next they would touch or if tonight would be the night they 
kissed. They had been taking things cautiously, one step at a time, 
for both their sakes. They hadn’t even officially labeled what they 
were as a relationship. Michael watched as she flipped her dark hair 
coyly over her head with her hand, and shifted her crystal brandy 
glass gracefully. They were silent for a moment. 

Finally, Evelyn broke the silence, “I’m glad you came into our 
lives when you did. You and IJ are kind of getting acquainted with 
my mother at the same time. It took losing my Dad, Nicholas landing 
in jail, and an Alzheimer’s scare before we could finally put the past 
behind us.” After a brief pause, she admitted, “You should know 
now that I have been called stubborn from time to time and I think 
I inherited it from her. It’s a blessing and a curse.” Evelyn shifted 
and looked into the fire, feeling vulnerable for talking about her 
shortcomings. “Anyway, I’m fist glad you get to see things the way 
they are now.” 

“T understand,” he said simply. “When I lost my parents, it was 
too sudden for us to heal any rifts. If I could go back with what I know 
now, I’d do it differently. It took me a long time to realize we couldn’t 
have those conversations.” He looked down and took another sip of 


brandy, shifting his body to face Evelyn, putting his right arm along 
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the back of the couch. “Life is so short. I suppose, that is one of the 
main reasons I live my life the way I do.” 

“So why family practice, Dr. Michael?” asked Evelyn. “You seem 
to really be drawn to seniors, so why didn’t you go into geriatrics?” 

Michael turned his brandy thoughtfully in the firelight before 
answering. “You know I haven’t analyzed it all that closely. Honestly, 
back when I was in med school I didn’t have the interest or relationship 
with seniors that I do now. If I were to go back into full-time practice, 
I’m sure I would specialize in geriatrics. Even if the worst happens, 
and you lose a patient, there’s still the comfort of knowing they had 
already lived a full life...” 

He paused a long time. It seemed like he was going to say 
something but he stopped. But, he just sat breathing gently, staring 
into the fire, his thoughts a million miles away. 

Evelyn rested a hand on his shoulder and waited. He's thinking 
about Rachel. 

He turned towards her with a sad smile, “Remember, I told you 
that I was in Pediatrics before we lost my daughter?” 

She shook her head affirmatively and listened intently, her blue 
eyes reflecting his sadness back to him with empathy. 

He gazed back to the fire. “It was a long time before I could even 
get out of bed after Rachel died.” His green eyes swam as he thought 


of her, and his strong jaw clenched; it took a moment for him to 
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collect himself. “When I returned to work, they told me the counselor 
had advised the hospital administration to move me out of Pediatrics 
into a twenty-four-hour Urgent Care. I jumped at the chance to leave. 
I wouldn’t have regular patients to attach to, and if kids were really 
sick we would send them on to Emergency. I would be dealing with 
things that could be fixed like strep, and the flu. It was a welcome 
escape from my grief.” 

He paused to take another drink of brandy, “I would volunteer 
for back to back shifts just to avoid going home and having to think 
about my life without Rachel. I’m surprised my ex-wife stayed as long 
as she did. I can’t blame her for walking away. She was in as much 
pain as I was, and neither of us could find the words to talk about it. 
Her leaving was a wake-up call,’ Michael breathed out the emotion 
to re-center. “After that, I took a leave from work to grieve losing 
Rachel and my marriage and when I finally got my head above water 
I realized I wanted to practice medicine differently.” 

Evelyn continued to listen intently. She kept her eyes trained on 
his face, deeply moved by his story. : 

“T transferred from Urgent Care to Family Practice where I’ve 
been now for seven years. I never work more than three days a week, 
I am never on call, and I actually have time for real life and real 
relationships. | have time to participate in on things like your program, 


and teach Tai Chi to seniors in the park, and do Toastmasters. The 
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more time I get to spend with seniors the more I enjoy them. They are 
trying to live to the fullest by simplifying their lives and making the 
most of their relationships.” He paused momentarily, and his energy 
shifted back to sadness, “Another reason I am drawn to their energy 
is that they seem eager to fill the void that my parents left when they 
passed...” 

He raised his eyes to her and took the slender hand that rested 
on his shoulder, “So you see--” he raised her hand gently to his lips 
“vou aren’t the only one who has been stubborn about what life is 
trying to show you,” goosebumps raced up her arm. “It took losing 
my family and my marriage to realize the only thing that really 
mattered in life were the people I loved.” 

His green eyes shined nail heartfelt intensity as they locked with 
hers. They sat like that a long while, hearts too full of emotion for 
words. A log burned through and fell with a crash, destabilizing the 
fire. Michael released her hand and got up to tend the fire, propping 
the logs back up with the poker. 

Straightening up, he returned the poker to the stand. Michael 
evened out his eats taking a few moments to bring himself back 
from the sadness of the past. With each breath, the sadness dissipated 
until the room was light again. When he turned back to Evelyn, the 
peaceful light was back in his eyes. Evelyn felt relief sweep through 


her. It’s so hard for me to see him in pain, she realized with a start. 
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He leaned against the mantel and looked at her, “I admire you, 
Evelyn.” 

“How so?” Don't blush. 

“You did a fantastic job raising Nicholas. He’s such a great kid.” 

“Ah, I wish I could take credit for that.” Evelyn rose off the couch 
and joined him in leaning against the mantel. “Nicholas was raised 
by three parents. He’s so much like my Dad.” 

“You are being too modest.” 

She looked up at him laughingly, “Me, modest? Never.” Evelyn 
stepped closer to Michael and tipped her face up to his coquettishly, 
“Please...go on.” 

Michael smiled and reached over, placing a hand on her bare 
shoulder, running his hands absently over her smooth skin down to 
her elbow and back up. The electricity was palpable. He went on with 
the conversation casually as if he wasn’t at all distracted by how soft 
and smooth her skin was beneath his fingertips, “You’ve done a good 
job...the best job.” But his oe felt inadequate. 

He looked at her intensely as he touched her shoulder, and her 
lips parted slightly. Her head was spinning sweetly with the scent of 
his cologne, and she stepped so close she could see his chest moving 
beneath his shirt as he breathed. She turned her face up to his in 
invitation. Michael smiled, reaching both hands gently towards her 


face, brushing her soft dark hair away, cupping the back of her head in 
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his hands. He turned her head gently and kissed Evelyn’s cheekbone 
next to her left ear, and her eyes fluttered close. He lingered there and 
whispered softly, “You know I’m falling in love with you...Evelyn...” 

She smiled, and he traced the smile lightly with his fingertips 


back to her rosebud lips, and kissed her. 


Chapter 37 


Outside on the front porch swing, Nicholas and Lindsey were sitting 
quietly. His arm was around her shoulder, her head leaning on his. 
He ran his fingers slowly through her hair. She loved how it felt. She 
could hear his heart beating. It made her feel safe. But something was 
on her mind and had been for most of the evening; he could feel it. 
He pulled her closer and waited for her to be ready to talk. 

She gave a small sigh, feeling lucky to be in his arms inhaling 
him. Being with Nick is so sweet, like a daydream. She didn’t want 
to move because she was afraid the dream would fade. Tonight was 
wonderful, but how can it last? How do I talk to Nicholas about this? 

He waited, playing with her long hair. 

“Nick...” Lindsey stopped and heaved a deep sigh. 

His heart beat faster as he watched her chest rise and fall with 
emotion, “What’s going on, Linds? Talk to me.” 

He pulled away a little bit, so he could look her in the eye, and 
ran his hand through his hair as he smiled at her. 

She leaned forward slowly and let her long hair spill forward, 


hiding her eyes from him. He reached over and tucked her hair 
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behind her ear so he could see her, and she gave him a sad look that 
melted him. 

“Nick... loved tonight. I’ve never had a night like this. It’s just 
that...well, it makes me feel like we are from different worlds.” 

“You could say that about any two people.” Nick responded 
calmly, scanning her face. 

“It’s more than that. I just felt out of place tonight. I was so 


underdressed—” 


Nick looked at her with a smooth smile, “You never have to 
apologize to me for wearing those jean shorts—” he said looking 
appreciatively at her beautiful legs. 

Lindsey laughed and blushed, feeling a little better in spite of 
herself. 

Nick continued, “or anything else you decide to wear or not 
wear. You are stunning, always. Clothes don’t matter.” 

Lindsey protested, “You can’t say that while wearing Buckle 
jeans.” 

Nicholas laughed coolly and shrugged leaning back, “If we had 
less money. I’d wear different jeans. I promise it wouldn’t make a 
difference or change who I am.” He met her gaze with a small smile 


in the corner of his mouth. 
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He is so sexy. Lindsey thought distractedly. I wonder if he’s right. 
“But, it’s not just that...how are you going to get along with my 
family when you meet them? What happens if you come to dinner? 
Are you going to need a different fork for the chicken nuggets than 
you used on the Mac & Cheese?” Her tone had become bitter. 

Nicholas’s eyebrows raised slightly. [’m not so sure this is about 
me. He listened carefully to her words without reacting. 

Lindsey’s voice rose, “I'll tell you right now when we have family 
dinner it is usually something that is instant, and we eat on the oldest 
couch you’ve ever seen in front of a TV tube, and we throw away 
the dishes when we are done. We don’t have a nice house like this or 
silver or candles or flowers.” 

Nicholas looked at her unflustered, processing what she was 
saying. When she had finished, she stared out into the street dully. 
He felt her building a wall between them. When he was sure she was 
finished, he asked her quietly, “What kind of life are you looking for 
Lindsey? Are you afraid that I ae this life with nice things, and we 
won't work because you want the life you grew up with? The one with 
disposable silverware and microwave dinners on the couch?” There 
was no sarcasm in his tone. He just wanted to know. 

Lindsey’s thoughts spun. “No...I...1 don’t know. Tonight was 
magical; I just felt outside of it all.” She felt a rush of frustration 


about her ambivalence and her temper flared as her anger searched 
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for something to attach to, “It’s hard not to get angry at how I grew 
up when I find this great guy and being with him and his family is 
like stepping through the looking glass...I feel out of place like you 
should be with a debutante not me...I have no idea what’s expected of 
me...” Heat rose in her face; she was too upset to stop her words from 
lilting, “Hell, J don’t even know which damn fork to use for the damn 
salad!” Her voice rose again, and she buried her head in her hands. 

Nicholas was silent. He got off the swing and walked into the 
house leaving the door ajar behind him, moving silently past the 
living room where Michael and his mother were standing by the 
mantle. He walked into the kitchen straight to the fridge and found 
the glass Tupperware bowl he was looking for, tossed its plastic top 
on the counter, and dumped the contents in the trash. Sorry Mom. He 
retraced his steps to the porch where Lindsey sat with buried head. 

She looked up quickly when she heard his steps, a trail of tears on 
each cheek. Why did he leave? I didn’t think he was coming back... 
She looked at the bowl in his hands curiously, scanning his face for 
anger. She was surprised to see him perfectly calm and smiling; it 
reassured and confused her all at once. 

He moved to her and leaned over her, tipping her head back, 
kissing her hard. He pulled away and looked at her with intensity 
she had never seen before, then touched his forehead to hers with 


affection. Lindsey’s heart caught in her throat. Without a word, 
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Nicholas pulled away and walked to the edge the porch; in one swift 
motion he stepped out with his left foot threw the bowl in a giant arc. 
Lindsey gasped as the bowl shattered in the street. 

Nicholas stood there for a moment, surveying his work with 
satisfaction, then turned, taking in Lindsey’s shocked face with a 
grin. “Problem solved.” Her jaw dropped. She started to grin and 
laugh in disbelief; her green eyes glowed. 

Nicholas strode over to her confidently and pulled her up off 
the swing into his strong arms, resting his chin on the top of her 
head swaying with her gently, “Please tell me you get the picture, 
or else—” he pulled away from her to look her in the eye with a 
mischievous look “—or else these designer jeans are going in the 
street next!” 

Lindsey began to laugh. All of her worry melted away as wave 
after wave of relief and joy swept over her. She buried her head into 
Nicholas’s strong chest and felt his tense muscles relax. He held her 
head to his chest gently. Finally, she lifted her head and managed 
to get out the words, “As tempting as that offer is, I think I get the 
picture. You can keep your designer jeans on.” She laughed weakly, 
setting her forehead back down on his chest feeling safe and content 
as he folded her into his arms. 

The door opened, and Evelyn’s voice came through the door, 


“Hey is everything ok out there? We heard a crash...” 
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Nick looked at Lindsey with an immediately straight face, “Yeah, 
we heard that to. Somebody must have thrown some glass in the 
street. I was just about to go clean it up so no one pops a tire.” 

Lindsey looked up, unable to hide her grin, “Yeah, and I was just 
about to help.” 

Evelyn looked at them suspiciously, “Ok...uh, just wanted to 
make sure everything is fine.” She closed the door. 

Nick looked down at Lindsey playfully, “Is everything fine here, 
ma’am?” 

She beamed, “Better than fine.” 

“Good,” He said, and kissed her. 

“Thanks for that, Nick.” 

“T don’t know what you're talking about,” he said smoothly, as he 


brushed her long hair away from her face. 


Chapter 38 


“So, why are we here again?” Lenny asked Lindsey, peering around 
the room. His timidity stood in sharp contrast to his linebacker 
physique and messy platinum blonde hair. He was endearing and 
impossible not to like, though he did wear on Lindsey’s nerves from 
time to time. 

Lindsey turned to him, praying for patience, “Honestly, Lenny, 
why do you think? We are here to dance with seniors to give us alla 
taste of what the partnership is going to be like.” 

Lenny replied nervously, “I hope that’s the only reason we’re 
here...I don’t want to get roped into a game of BINGO...that’s a Jong 
game, and we might never get out...” 

“Ts that all you think seniors do, Lenny,” she caught Nick’s eyes 
and gave a sideways nod toward Lenny to signal her amusement, “sit 
around playing BINGO trying to lure in young people to help them 
“X” off the squares?” 

Nicholas chuckled, and turned his smiling face toward Rosemary 


thinking how far she fell from that stereotype. 
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Lenny mumbled something unintelligible, and Rosemary’s 
silvery laugh broke in. 

“Actually, Lindsey, Lenny’s not so far off. And when we aren’t 
playing Bingo, we also knit sweaters, watch Jeopardy, and adopt all 
the stray cats we can to keep us company.” 

Lenny looked up startled at her joke, then turned three shades of 
red as Nicholas, Rebecca, and Jess laughed at Rosemary’s teasing. 
Finally he relaxed a little and laughed along with them. 

Evelyn had arranged to guest teach a dance class at one of the 
nicest senior centers in town as a small scale way for everyone to 
get their feet wet before the program launch. Susan, Betty, Charlie, 
and Jack from Toastmasters had promised to come. Marilyn even 
canceled her hair appointment to be there. 

Everyone was a little nervous. They waited outside the center’s 
makeshift “Ballroom,” which was at that moment was being converted 
from a sitting room by the staff. Chairs and couches were being 
pushed against the walls to clear a large open space for the dancers. 
It was a private, intimate event, a fact which greatly reassured the 
dance team. 

Opening the double doors from within, Evelyn smiled and 
ushered everyone in. Introductions were made, and she quickly made 
even Lenny feel at ease. Rebecca, who always stood out in a crowd 


for her stunning Japanese features, and Jess, who was predictably 
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comfortable and low-key, were both a little in awe of Evelyn’s dancer’s 
poise and beauty as they watched her spin here and there directing 
the staff around the room. Evelyn turned to the dance team, face 
glowing with excitement. 

“All right, everyone. Since I am not sure what the dance 
experience is of all the seniors who will be coming I’m trusting you 
to adjust and help your partners. Just treat them the same way you 
would a new member to your club while you are trying to figure 
out what they already know,” she surveyed them for an affirmative 
response, and the group nodded back, her excitement spreading to 
them: “This is going to be a spunky group that I think you'll really 
enjoy. Remember, connect with your partner and have fun. Everyone 
got it?” The group nodded again. “Great.” With that, she signaled the 
staff to open the double doors. 

The group from Yountville was among the first to arrive. Jack had 
driven them. He waved as he came through the doors and stepped 
directly up to Evelyn. 

“Evelyn, good. I’ll give you a crisp twenty if you pair Betty and 
Charlie up together,” he grinned. 

Evelyn looked at the two, Betty bursting with eager excitement, 
while Charlie apparently worn out from her chatter during the trip was 
trying to edge his way around the room further from her. Betty either 


did not notice his attempts to escape or thought she was supposed to 
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follow him. Either way, she was keeping herself within arm’s reach 
to Charlie’s obvious dismay. 

Evelyn laughed, “No way, Jack. Charlie would never come back. 
Don’t you worry, I’ve got other plans for Betty.” 

“Fair enough, fair enough, but let me know if you change your 
mind,” he tapped his head with a forefinger and winked at her, moving 
across the room in a beeline to introduce himself with a hearty 
handshake and a loud and cheery greeting, first to Nicholas, whom 
he assumed was Evelyn’s son, and then to the other young people. 

Susan came across the room and gave Evelyn a warm hug. She 
looked around with wide eyes, “My, isn’t this exciting! I haven’t 
danced since I was a girl in school. To tell you the truth, I feel a little 
giddy about it. Thank you for inviting us, Dear.” 

“Of course, Susan,” Evelyn smiled affectionately at her friend. 
“It means the world to me that you came. I know how long a drive 
you had to make to get here. Come and meet my mother.” Evelyn led 
Susan gently by the elbow and introduced her to Rosemary. The two 
hit it off straightaway. They had Evelyn in common, and that was 
enough to have them chatting in minutes like the best of friends. 

Evelyn viewed the room with satisfaction, checking to make sure 
all the invited seniors were present. Marilyn bounced through the 
doors and gravitated to Rosemary and Susan, brightening the room. 


Good, she was the last one, now everyone’s here. Evelyn paired the 
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dancers up in her mind. Lenny and Betty, Charlie and Rosemary, 
Lindsey and Jack, Nicholas and Marilyn... 

Before she could finish her thought, she saw another pair move 
into the room out of the corner of her eye. They were a young Hispanic 
man and an elderly woman. 

I thought everyone was here. 

“Diego!” Nicholas yelled, smiling as he walked over to 
welcome him. 

‘What are you doing here?” Lindsey asked, pleasantly surprised, 
also moving toward Diego and his partner. “I thought you couldn’t 
do nights...” 

Diego grinned, “I got lucky tonight. And, this is the practice 
dance, right?” 

“Yeah,” Nicholas answered as he. ““Who’s your date?” He flashed 
a smile at Marianna, and she giggled at his handsome face like a 
young girl at her first dance. 

By now Evelyn was apple nine the foursome arid could hear 
what they were saying. 

Diego was just explaining, “This is my grandmother, Marianna. 
Can you believe that she was just going to sit home tonight? I told 
her I had a better idea.” He grinned at the group. 

Marianna smiled demurely as she was introduced all around and 


welcomed. She was slight like Diego; and a little frail. Unlike Diego, 
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she seemed a bit shy, and leaned into her grandson’s side. Diego 
circled an arm around her shoulders protectively, “I’d like to dance 
with my grandmother tonight if that’s okay. I don’t get to spend as 
much time with her as I’d like.” 

“Of course,” Evelyn said, warmed by the affection between them. 
“Glad you are here,” she smiled and headed back across the room. 

“See? You're not such a goof,” Lindsey said, nudging Diego with 
stern affection. 

“Oh, yes, he is!” Marianna piped up for the first time in a high 
crackly voice, catching everyone by surprise, “He gets it from me, 
so I should know! 

Everyone laughed, and Marianna smiled, pleased to crack a joke, 
just like Diego. | 

Lindsey smiled, “Goof or no, I’m glad you came,” she said 
sincerely. She rested her hand lightly on Marianna’s arm and squeezed 
gently before turning to follow Evelyn across the room. 

“Nice move, Diego, showing up with your grandma,” Nicholas 
said in an undertone. 

“What can I say?” Diego replied, “I love my grandmother...” 

“Join the club,’ Nicholas replied amused. “My grandmother 
is the beautiful woman over in the green dress,” he said, pointing 
out a radiant Rosemary. “Well, I’d better go find myself a partner.” 


Nicholas clapped Diego on the back, extending a gentlemanly hand to 
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Marianna pausing to meet her eyes with a charming smile, “So nice 
meeting you. I hope you and Diego have fun tonight.” 

“You, too,” Diego and Marianna chimed back in unison. 

The rest of the dance team began to mingle, timidly at first, then 
spreading out a little further into the room as they were met with 
approbation and excitement. Being young in a group of seniors is a 
little like being a celebrity, so the teenagers soon relaxed and began 
to enjoy themselves. 

Evelyn put on a big band record. While the infectious music began 
to fill the space, Evelyn went to the center of the room and introduced 
herself for the few seniors in the room who didn’t know her. She gave 
a few simple instructions, and made the first pairings, then turned 
up the volume. The seniors began tapping their feet infectiously as 
everybody paired off. Some began dancing energetically; some were 
barely moving their feet and just swaying rhythmically in place. 
There were ear-to-ear grins across every face in the room. 

Betty was reconnecting to her flapper roots, and Lenny’s face 
_ flushed as he tried to keep up. True, she did lead more than he was 
used to, and he felt her direction very strongly when she wanted him 
to spin her, but there wasn’t a BINGO table in sight, so he didn’t mind 
it too much when she spunkily shouted instructions to him. 

“Spin me now Jimmy!” 


“It’s Lenny.” 
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“Whaat?” 

“LENNY.” 

“Tomatoes, tomahtoes, just spin me!” 

Across the room, Jack and Lindsey were faring very well. They 
carried on a lively conversation about feminism over the music 
without missing a beat. Jack had been a dancer in earlier years, and 
it was all coming back to him beautifully. 

He grinned at Lindsey, “We used to dance this when I was a kid; 
I’m going to swing you out now, ready?” 

Lindsey threw back her head and laughed delightedly, “Ready!” 

Jack swung her out with his left arm and they danced apart, 
twisting at the hips., Jack snapped with his free hand and Lindsey 
laughed as she twirled badk in. Her arms crossed in front momentarily 
and touched his right hand before she spun back out again like a yoyo, 
her skirts flying in all directions. Then, he pulled her back into the 
basic step, and they continued their conversation where they had 
left off. 

The next song was a swing tune and everyone switched partners. 
New steps were required, so Evelyn demonstrated a basic rock step 
for the beginners and stepped in to help the two pairs who had never 
done it before. The dance club members were helping their partners 


along. It’s all going so well. Evelyn beamed with satisfaction. 
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Rosemary and Charlie were dancing together now. He danced 
like he walked, leaning forward a little in a straight line from the 
hips. He towered over Rosemary, and shuffled from foot to foot as 
he moved. Though he tried to keep his characteristic professional 
gravity, Evelyn was pleased to see that even he could not keep a 
smile out of the corner of his mouth as he danced proudly with her 
vivacious mother. 

Just then Evelyn noticed a small frail African-American man 
looking through the door. He walked in slowly with a very deliberate 
gait, lifting his feet carefully up instead of shuffling, like someone 
who has tripped quite a few times over a threshold and learned a 
lesson. He wore spotless leather shoes, and a clean flannel shirt 
tucked in tight, held in place by sharp leather suspenders. His thick 
hair was silvery white hair, cropped short, and very dapper against his 
dark skin. His large shy eyes timidly took in the dance class. He sat 
in a chair against the wall and held his hands in his lap watching the 
fun with longing. Evelyn’s heart went out to him. He must have just 
heard the music and wanted to be a part of it all. She looked around 
at her dance team. Rebecca. She went up to her, stepped in between 
her and her current dance partner, and asked Rebecca to invite the 
new gentleman to dance. Rebecca looked over nervously and nodded. 
She crossed through the dancers and approached the man. 


‘Hey do you want to dance?” 
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He looked up at her eagerly. His eyes said yes, but he shook his 
head and said warmly, though in a thin voice, “No, thank you, Miss. 
I’m afraid I don’t know this step,” He looked sadly out at the other 
dancers already regretting his reply. 

Rebecca recognized something in him that she saw all the time 
in the kids at her high school and in herself. He’s lonely...he wants to 
be included, but he’s afraid. She hesitated and then sat down beside 
him, flipping her long ponytail behind her. 

“What’s your name?” 

He smiled, “Henry Oliver. What’s your name?” 

“I’m Rebecca.” 

“Rebecca, what a beautiful name...” 

“Have you ever ced before, Henry?” 

“T used to dance when my wife was alive.” He looked up wistfully, 
“She’s been gone a long time now. I’m not sure I remember how. 
Mostly we just danced to the slow songs.” He swallowed hard and his 
eyes welled up a bit. He continued, “I just heard the music, and...1 
don’t know...I thought maybe...” 

Rebecca was surprised to find a sudden ache in her throat. She 
caught Evelyn’s glance and encouraging nod from across the room 
and straightened her glasses determinedly. 

“Well, Henry, I’m glad you came in because you and I are going 


to dance together. Yes, we are,” she continued as he looked with a 
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conflicted protest on his lips, “It doesn’t matter if you don’t remember, 
I’m going to show you.” 

Henry looked longingly at the dance floor and seemed about to 
shake his head no again when the song changed and “Moon River” 
started playing. His face lit up. He smiled at Rebecca, pushed out of 
his chair, and took her offered hand. He began to walk slowly toward 
the dance floor, lifting his feet deliberately. They joined the circle of 
dancers whose smiles welcomed them. Rebecca noticed Henry’s hand 
had a slight tremor to it, as she helped direct him into the basic step. 

“Now your hand goes here, mine on your shoulder, good. Now, 
we join hands like this. Good. Try to keep a little bit of pressure here. 
Wonderful, Henry.” Rebecca beamed encouragement at him, and his 
whole face lit up. “Now we are just going to step from right to left in 
a slow circle. That’s it, just like that.” 

He swayed successfully back and forth and looked at her happily. 
“You know my wife would have loved this,” he warbled out looking 
around the room, so relieved fa be a part of the activity, and so 
relieved to not be making a fool of himself. 

“I’m sure she would be glad you to see you dancing,” Rebecca 
replied. She felt a warmth seeping into her that dissolved into a 
compassionate softness towards the old gentleman. 

“She was a beautiful singer,’ Henry continued, looking into 


Rebecca’s face, “I always thought so at least...” 
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Rebecca smiled attentively. 

Henry returned her smiled and continued, “She used to sing this 
song to our children as a lullaby every night before they agreed to go 
to sleep. In fact, they demanded it.” He laughed and Rebecca noted 
the sudden twinkle in his brown eyes. She laughed along with him. 

He began to softly sing along with the record. 

“Two drifters...off to see the world...” his dark eyes got a far off 
look in them. 

Rebecca’s throat swelled. 

Rosemary and Charlie were dancing nearby, and Rosemary 
tipped her head to Henry and joined in with her sweet alto. 

“We’re after the same rainbow’s end...” 

More dancers joined in with smiles, and Henry’s face lit up as he 
warbled out happily, 

“Coming ’round the bend...My Huckleberry friend...” 

The whole room joined in, “Moon river...and...me.” 

As the last notes faded away, Henry beamed and blushed, bobbing 
his head up and down at the rest of the dancers who smiled back. 
Rebecca’s eyes were full. Evelyn looked at her, at the shining faces 
of the dance team and the seniors. Lindsey grinned at Evelyn. 

They all were thinking the same thing. 


This is going to work. 


Chapter 39 


[feel so alive. Evelyn drove with her hand out the window to feel the wind 
move through her fingers. Adrenaline and buoyancy surged through her 
as the wind pushed playfully against her forearm and wrist and tickled the 
palm of her hand. In the midst of the rushing currents, she heard her phone 
ring and saw the icon light up on her dash. Michael. She rolled up the 
windows with a grin and pressed a button on her steering wheel to answer, 

“Hey there!” 

“Hey.” He could hear the smile in her voice. “How did it go?” 

“Ah man...so good, Michael! Couldn’t have been better, I can’t 
wait to tell you all about it!” 

“That’s awesome! How'd the Dance Club do?” 

“They were...” Evelyn couldn’t find the words; she pictured Diego 
with his smiling grandmother, Rebecca bringing sweet Henry Oliver into 
the group: “Michael they were incredible. Such a good group of kids!” 

“That’s wonderful. I wish I could have rescheduled my Tai Chi 
group to be there!” 

She smiled at the sincerity in his voice, “It’s ok. You'll have plenty 
of chances.” 
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“Speaking of chances...” he paused. 

“Yeah?” her heart raced. 

“T’ve got a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon from Napa Valley.” 

“Hall?” 

“Nope. Silver Oak.” 

“Daaah. The good stuff!” She grinned at the road ahead. 
“Congratulations, I’m officially jealous.” 

“Don’t be. I bought it to celebrate with you tonight. Come over. 
I’m on my roof, watching the city lights across the bay.” 

Evelyn hesitated, “God, that sounds nice.” 

“Doesn’t it? Before you start thinking about everything you 
need to do to get ready for the Gala and the renovations happening 
tomorrow in the dance studio, think about the fact that tonight went 
really well. That’s a big deal. Let’s deal with tomorrow’s tasks, 
tomorrow.” 

Evelyn smiled, “You make it hard for a girl to say no.” 

“That was my plan. Please. Don’t make me drink this bottle of 
Silver Oak all by myself.” 

Evelyn pulled onto Golden Gate Bridge with a grin. “You win. 
I'll be there in ten.” 

“T can’t wait.” 

She hung up the phone and rolled the windows back down as she 


flew across the bridge. 


Chapter 40 


The doors to 8A creaked open, as they entered the room. Light filtered 
in through dingy streaked windows. The smell of old sweat and dust 
wafted towards them on the stale air. Cobwebs inhabited the corners 
of the room. A child, seemingly the last lone visitor to this room, had 
taken the opportunity to cover the mirror that ran the length of 8A 
with handprints and kisses. A moth fluttered in between the shafts 
of sunshine. They took it all in—the drywall damage on the far wall, 
the non-descript beige paint smattered with dark smudge marks as 
high as up the wall as a dancer’s heel could reach, the scuffed floors 
with drops of ambiguous viscosity here and there. 

Nicholas was the first to speak, “Huh.” 

He went to the middle of the room and crossed his arms, turning 
to survey the worst of it, “I just can’t imagine ay they aren’t charging 
us to use this room...” 

Evelyn laughed and pushed her way through the others to the 
center of the room, “But can’t you see the potential?!” She spread her 


arms wide and spun like a child in an imaginary world. 
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Lenny scuffed at a stubborn lump with the toe of his shoe 
cautiously, “What is this?” 

Rebecca grimaced, “Probably gum.” 

“And this?” pointing with his foot at a darkish solidified puddle 
in the corner. | 

“Gatorade maybe.” 

“And this?” he pointed at a semi-transparent liquid, and groaned. 

Lindsey answered impatiently, “Why don’t you lick it and see, if 
you are so curious?” 

His face writhed in horror at the idea. 

“No? Ok, then knock it off so we can get to work.” She looked at 
him sternly, and he swallowed hard. 

Evelyn smiled at chem and intervened, “Ok, ok, guys, I get it. It’s 
gross in here now, but by the end of this weekend it is going to be 
beautiful! Just look at the light we get in here! It’s the largest studio 
in the school. We are so lucky to get to hold the program here—” 

At that moment, a spider dropped from the ceiling and hovered 
inches in front of Jess’s face. She screamed and thrashed her arms, 
stumbling backward into Lenny who fell backward and stuck his hand 
straight on the unidentified stickiness, and joined her in screaming, 
nearly matching her high pitch. The others had watched them fall like 


dominos and began to laugh hysterically. Michael took charge of the 
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situation by retrieving the offending spider with a piece of cardboard 
and relocating it to the outside world. 

Nicholas and Lindsey pulled their fallen comrades back to their 
feet. The two brushed themselves off and moved to stand a little 
farther apart from one another. 

When Michael returned, Evelyn took charge. ““There’s a lot to 
do and not a lot of time to do it, so let’s get going. Nicholas and 
Michael, you are on cobweb and pest control since you are the tallest 
and apparently the bravest. Jess, Rebecca, and Lenny, start with the 
mirrors then the windows, and Lindsey and I will tackle the floor.” 
She looked at Lindsey apologetically, “Are you up for that?” 

Lindsey shrugged, “Let’s do it.” 

Soon, the room was a flurry of movement, and it began to brighten 
up quickly. In minutes, the cobwebs were gone, and the mirror was 
shining. It took a while to get the floor scraped, but eventually that 
awful task was done, and the entire floor was swept and mopped. The 
process really began to gain momentum as the group beheld their 
progress. A couple of hours later, they broke for lunch and picked out 
paint for the walls, settling on a sophisticated blue-grey after a coin 
flip. Then Michael took Lenny and the color card to the hardware 
store while the rest set to and prepping and taping the sills and walls. 

When Michael returned with the paint, half the team did the cut-in 


work with brushes while the other half worked with rollers. The new 
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paint covered the smudges beautifully, and went on the walls without 
incident save that Lindsey chided Lenny, albeit half-heartedly, for 
wasting time finger-painting stick figures on the unfinished walls. 
Despite her tone, he stubbornly finished the final smile of the last 
figure before painting over it with gusto. Lindsey turned away to hide 
her smile, feeling that she might be getting soft. 

At that, the group called it a day so the paint could dry. 

The air-conditioning repairmen came in the next day, the sound 
technicians the following day, and the floor restorers the day after 
that. Then it took another few days for the fumes from the floor finish 
to dissipate. The group reconvened a week later, with Rosemary and 
Robert the Director there, for the unveiling. Everyone was bursting 
with excitement to see wile they were now calling ‘the studio.’ 

Evelyn paused dramatically in front of the double doors. This is 
like Christmas. Too good not to savor. 

“Ready?” she asked dramatically. 

She flung open the doors. The group gasped. Light streamed in 
from the large windows and glowed against the soft, subtle color on 
the walls. The maple hardwood floors gleamed pristinely, as did the 
wood ballet bars with chrome trim, reflecting in the spotless mirrored 
wall. 

They stood there in the doorway oohing and aahing. They could 


hardly believe this was the same room from just a week ago. 
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Even Robert was speechless. “Evelyn, it’s...it’s....” 

Evelyn beamed. 

Rosemary leaned against her, and wrapped her arms around her 
daughter lovingly, whispering in her ear, “This is wonderful, Dear. 
I’m so proud of you.” Evelyn radiated with joy. 

She laughed and stepped gracefully out on to the floor and began 
pirouetting impulsively across the length of the floor. The group 
joined in on the spontaneity, dancing in pairs in a circle around 
Evelyn as she went up on pointe, arms posed above her head in a 
beautiful line from her fingertips to her toes as she turned in tiny 
mincing steps. Michael broke through the outer circle and caught 
her at her waist and lifted her high above his head. She laughed in 
surprise and delight and posed with one leg bent in towards the other, 
chin up, arms extending towards the ground. 

Rosemary smiled as she watched them dancing. Look at her, 


Alan. Our daughter is so happy. 


Chapter 41 


Evelyn followed the music that drifted down the dark hallway of the 
Academy. It brought her to the double doors of 8A. She pushed them 
open and saw Rosemary and Nicholas dancing in the center of the 
room. This was their favorite place to dance since the renovation. 
They often came in when the rest of the school was quiet. Evelyn 
leaned against the doorframe, watching them contentedly. A yawn 
surprised her. She blinked widely and checked her watch. Only 
&:30pm...man, throwing a gala is exhausting. Evelyn passed under 
the doorframe and turned toward the back corner. Her tired legs 
lowered her gently to the floor. She sighed and leaned her head up 
against the cool blue-grey wall. Evelyn allowed her body and mind 
to relax as she gazed at them spinning elegantly. 

Her phone buzzed. Michael. She smiled and read. 

Hey, just finished the radio ad. What are you up to? 

She typed. I’m in 8A watching them dance :) Come join me. Too 
tired to move. Door code is 5252#. 


Buzz. K! Be there in 5. 
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She smiled and warmed at the thought as she closed her eyes. 
Just for a minute. 

Ten minutes later, Michael was sitting on the floor next to Evelyn, 
as she opened her eyes. 

“Hey, you...” he said gently as she stretched out her arms. 

“Hey...” she took a deep breath, smiling, and rubbed her eyes 
with the back of her hands, “I must have drifted off. You got in ok?” 

“Mostly...this school is the darkest place I’ve ever seen in my life. 
I had to keep one hand to the wall to find you.” 

She laughed lazily, “Did you see any ghosts?” 

‘Just the one, but he ran when he saw me creeping at him through 
the shadows.” 

“T didn’t know ghosts could run...” 

“Well, this one could, and he had a mouth like a sailor.” 

‘Michael, that was James the custodian!” Evelyn sat up a little, 
“You probably scared him half to death!” 

She felt around and on the floor next to her for her phone. Once 
she had retrieved it, she scrolled her contacts to find James’s number 
and sent him a text to reassure him. 

“So much trouble—” she said in mock exasperation. 

Michael just grinned. 

She linked her arm through his affectionately and leaned her head 


on his shoulder. /’m glad he’s here. 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER 295 

She turned her gaze back to the dancers. Michael leaned his 
cheek against the top of Evelyn’s head. She breathed in his scent. He 
always smells so good. She felt his chest rising and falling. This is so 
nice. I could get used to this. 

Michael rustled a bit, and spoke, “So tell me...what’s happening 
in Rosemary’s brain at this moment as she dances?” 

“You're the doctor...” she replied, taking another deep breath, 
widening her eyes. 

“Yeah, but I’m not a brain doctor.” 

“Neither am I!” 

Michael laughed. “Come on, Evelyn. All your months of 
research...I know you know this backwards and forwards. Tell me. 
Please.” He looked at Levin pleading green eyes. 

Evelyn gave in, sitting up to contemplate her mother with her full 
attention. “Wellco,” Evelyn proceeded, “Everything is happening. 
There are many brain functions firing in this moment as they dance: 
kinesthetic, rational, musical, emotional, and social.’ I just read 


an article published in 2008 by Scientific American that quoted a 


666 9999 


neurologist who called dance a “pleasure double play. 
“Explain.” 
Evelyn furrowed her brow, searching her memory for the 
quotation: “’Music stimulates the brain’s reward centers, while dance 


999 


activates its sensory and motor circuits. 
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She looked pleased with herself for remembering. 

Michael smiled. J love hearing her talk about this. ne prompted 
her to continue, “So that means...” 

Evelyn continued eagerly, “Let me explain it the way I understand 
it. I may broaden this a bit,” she grinned at Michael, “It seems like 
we have three central therapies for the aging that have been proven to 
benefit in some way. Music Therapy has been used since the 1960’s 
as a pleasure surge for patients dealing with emotional issues like 
depression or social isolation...sometimes this involves the patient 
participating in making music, sometimes not.*! Often it helps unlock 
long term memories, the way it did with Dad when he heard that tape 
of Mom singing.” 

Evelyn swallowed as she remembered the emotions of that day. 
Feels like another lifetime. 

Michael nodded, following her blue eyes intently. 

She continued, “Then you have Movement Therapy, which also 
has been proven to have great benefits for emotional release and 
physical strengthening.””!! 

“Like Tai Chi?” 

“Yeah, Tai Chi can definitely fall into that category. Music is 
often used in Movement Therapy, so you roll some of the pleasure 
and stress relief benefits into it. Then there’s Touch Therapy, which 


is still widely underestimated. Many are still uninformed about how 
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crucial it is to our immune systems to have regular positive physical 
contact with other humans. It triggers the compassion center of the 
brain, it relieves stress, it decreases depression, and it’s essential in 
order for us to stay connected socially to other humans.””” 

Evelyn paused and contemplated her mother and son in the center 
of the room. As they approached the mirror, an identical pair appeared 
in its reflection, dancing towards them. Nicholas pulled them away, 
and the other pair spun off as well in the opposite direction. 

Evelyn continued, “They did a study a while back between two 
groups of patients with complex diseases. The group whose doctor 
made eye contact and patted them on the back while giving the 
diagnosis had a boosted chance of survival.'* And there have been 
many more studies dene since that prove touch to be an essential 
need regardless of one’s age. The problem is that there aren’t enough 
social situations in American culture where positive platonic touch 
is encouraged...” she looked at Nicholas’s hand on her mother’s 
shoulder, Rosemary’s hand clasped in his. 

“Think about it, as adults we usually have to pay for this platonic 
touch. ..we get massages, pedicures, haircuts, and go the chiropractor, 
we even submit, perhaps unnecessarily at times, to having our vitals 


taken and our blood drawn because we are dying to be touched.” 
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Michael slid his arm around Evelyn and began running his fingers 
through her dark hair. It sent goosebumps down her arms. She nearly 
lost her train of thought. 

“Um...so...this brings us to ballroom dance. It combines much 
of the benefits of those three therapies, and adds yet another element 
which is the crucial piece for fighting a neurologically degenerative 
disease,” she paused for effect, then announced it, “Split-second 
decision making. It seems that the more we age, the more we tend 
to isolate ourselves from situations and activities that require this, 
gravitating back to the same TV reruns that have been playing for the 
last thirty years, the same card games, and the same social situations 
with the same people. There is something easy and comfortable in 
the familiar, but unfortunately if we don’t regularly expose our brain 
to situations that require rapid-fire decisions, it loses its plasticity, 
making us more vulnerable to dementia. Now, watch them a minute,” 
Evelyn said gesturing out to Nicholas and Rosemary." 

Michael pulled his gaze lectus from her passionate blue eyes 
and focused on the pairing. 

“Look at the way their eyes are constantly moving...Mom knows 
the steps, but Nicholas is still learning. It keeps her on her toes because 
it makes him a little unpredictable. She is continually making a series 
of quick adjustments to keep them from ending up in a tangle; she is 


reading his body language, energy, intention, and the pressure of his 
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hands to figure out what he is about to do.”'? She scanned Michael’s 
face to make sure he was following. He nodded, and she continued. 
“Dancing with experienced dancers also requires continual firing of 
the brain because there are endless variations of every step, and each 
individual dancer has their own style and way of dancing that step.!° 
Now, if you never learned any new steps and insisted on dancing 
always with the same partner who never changed his steps, over time 
you would lose that rapid fire benefit that promotes brain plasticity 
as it became a memorized routine.”” But...,” Evelyn turned back to 
Michael with excited eyes, “that’s the beauty of having a program 
like ours! We have this awesome rotation of high school students to 
shake things up and encourage the frequent switching of partners. 
A new partner or a new step starts that process all over again as the 
dancers respond in real time, so the benefits to the seniors in our 
program will truly be endless!” 

Michael smiled at her with admiration. What an amazing woman. 
He pondered, “So promoting brain plasticity is essentially exercising 
the ability to think on your feet and make split-second decisions?” 

“Exactly. Exactly. It’s training the brain to continually seek out 
new paths.” 

“So dance is like a combination of all three therapies.” 

Evelyn gazed happily at her mother’s glowing face, “Yes, the 


perfect combination.” 
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They paused. 

“So, Evelyn...” Michael whispered into her hair as his fingers 
brushed against her bare shoulder, “What will your ‘split-second 
decision’ be if I kiss you?” 

His words sent warm shivers through her. She lifted her face 
to him. 


“TLet’s find out.” 


Chapter 42 


The next month and a half was a happy, breathless chaos. Rosemary 
was busy with band rehearsals nearly every night, and Nicholas 
was killing it on social media, doing everything short of hiring a 
skywriter to announce the event. By mid-June, he announced to the 
jubilant family that the event was sold out. 

Margaret was flattered to be unanimously voted event planner 
and threw her heart and soul into it, managing to get the caterers, 
valet services, audio sia system, and enough champagne to fuel 
Paris for a night all for free. At least that’s what Margaret said. She 
phrased it more like, ‘at no cost to the program.’ Rosemary was 
suspicious that much of the expense was being shouldered by her 
sister, but she didn’t dare say a word. 

Uncle Ray came down a week before the event to help out and 
offer pep talks. In the middle of the hectic event preparation, his 
jokes kept the tension down and excitement high. He was amazed 
and amused with the sheer volume of activity going on around him, 
and he thoroughly enjoyed all the talent on display. The highlight 


was watching Rosemary rehearse her singing number, which brought 
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tears to his eyes, and had him clapping boisterously as he repeated to 
himself, “Now that’s sumthin’. .that’s really sumthin’...” 

Uncle Ray was also thrilled with the two new additions to the 
family. He had a good gut instinct for people, and no sooner had he 
looked Michael up and down than he held out his hand in approval. 
The more time they spent together, the more he liked Michael. At the 
first opportunity, Uncle Ray even drew Evelyn aside and whispered, 

““You’ve got a good man there. Your Daddy would have loved him.” 

Evelyn just smiled beneath her blushes and changed the subject 
as the rest of the group came into hearing range. 

Uncle Ray worked tirelessly with Evelyn, helping her practice 
her speech on a daily basis, giving her pointers on voice inflection 
and tips on how to loosen up her gestures, listening with unwavering 
attention no matter how many times she went through it. She gave 
her speech three times at Toastmasters, and by the weekend of the 
Gala, she felt prepared. 

Finally, there were no more days to cross off. The family went to 
bed like children on Christmas Eve knowing that tomorrow would 
be the day they had all been waiting for. 

The house was quiet. 

Evelyn tiptoed down the hallway, enjoying the anticipation 
that hung in the air. We are ready. More than ready. She paused 


and savored it, before wrapping herself in a soft warm blanket and 
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creeping out the front door, leaving it ajar. The outside world smelled 
fresh and new, tinged with the sweet jasmine Alan had insisted on 
planting all around the house. She stopped and inhaled deeply. The 
boards felt cool beneath her bare feet as she made her way to the 
porch swing and sat down: Evelyn pressed the floor away with her 
toes, and rocked the swing back and forth, adding its gentle creaks 
to the night sounds. We made it. I can’t believe we made it. 

She sat still a while, each moment stretching out before her rich 
with satisfied contemplation of past events, of the whirlwind of 
getting here...here, the night before the Gala and the program launch. 
Her face relaxed. Evelyn closed her eyes, enjoying the easy motion 
of the swing, when she heard Uncle Ray’s attempt at a whisper, “Hey 
Sweetie, mind if I join you?” 

She opened her eyes to see his head peeking out, around the door 
frame, “I’d love that,” she smiled warmly. 

“Good, ’cause I brought some hot chocolate.” 

“With marshmallows?” 

“Of course.” 

“Well, in that case,’ Evelyn grinned and slid down, patting the 
swing beside her, “have a seat.” 

Uncle Ray came through the door balancing two steaming mugs. 


She accepted hers gratefully, then stopped mid-sip to survey its 
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contents with suspicion, remembering the last time he handed her a 
hot mug. 

“Uncle Ray, this is just hot chocolate, right?” 

He chuckled to himself and shook his head, “Of course, Honey. 
Your mother double-checks every time now too. A fellow’s reputation 
sure can get tarnished easy around here...” 

Evelyn smiled and took a sip. Aahh. Warmth flowed through her 
body. Uncle Ray rocked the swing back and forth slowly, heel to toe, 
heel to toe. They both relaxed. It was getting late, but neither was 
ready to go to bed; instead they sat in contented silence and watched 
the stars emerge one by one until there were too many to count. 

He glanced over at Evelyn and put an arm around the swing back, 
resting the mug held in his other hand on his thigh. Evelyn set her 
mug down on the porch. 

“A lot sure has changed since we met at that café. It’s hard to 
believe, isn’t it? Seeing Rosemary this way—” he got a far off look 
in his eye, “This was the way she was when I first met her, when she 
won your Daddy’s heart, running around from show to show with 
that excited glow. I’m glad you get to see her like this. You're a lot 
like her you know,” he said turning to her. 

“Thank you,” Evelyn sighed, “You know it’s strange. Last year 
I wouldn’t have taken that as a compliment. Now there is no one I 


admire more.” 
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“It’s wonderful to see the ease that’s grown between you two. 
The love in your family just about makes my heart want to burst.” 

He squeezed her shoulder with his hand, and Evelyn leaned over 
and rested her dark head on his shoulder, “Our family, Uncle Ray. 
You know...Dad and I used to sit here on the swing like this.” / 
miss you. She could almost feel her father answer her in the jasmine 
scented air: I miss you too, Darling. 

“Alan is proud of you, Evy.” 

Evelyn sighed again. “I love it when you're here, Uncle Ray. You 
are so much like him. Seeing you makes me feel like he isn’t really 
gone.” 

“’Course he isn’t gone, sweetie.” 

“What do you mean?” she whispered softly. 

“There is nothing more eternal about a person than their love. That 
book Margaret always likes to quote says it pretty good, something 
about how only a few things are eternal two of which are hope and 
love, but the greatest is love. Or something like that,” he shrugged, 
“Maybe there’s more truth to that than we realize...maybe some 
people have given away so much love that they keep a kinda presence 
on earth with the people they gave that love to.” 

Evelyn reflected. That seems right. She looked at Uncle Ray 


curiously, “Do you still feel Daddy like that?” 
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He nodded fervently. “Sure, but never as strongly as when I am 
with you all. I feel it so strongly when your mother sings that I will 
never be able to watch her number without blubbering... Lord-a- 
mercy!” He shook his head and laughed. 

Evelyn glowed. “Thanks, Uncle Ray. For all this. For piecing my 
family back together. For...so much more than II] ever know how 
to put into words.” She looked at him with shining deep blue eyes. 

“I'd do anything for you, Honey. You know that.” 

“Yeah,” came the contented reply. “I know.” 

Evelyn tucked her knees to the side and relaxed, her head still 
resting on Uncle Ray’s shoulder. He smiled. 

Evelyn’s breathing began to slow. 

“Evy, Honey, you falling asleep? You want to go in?” 

“TInna-minute...” came the mumbled reply. 

Minutes later, she was fast asleep on his shoulders. 

Uncle Ray looked up into the stars and whispered, “How’d I do, 
big brother?” 

He smiled down at his niece as gratitude washed over him. He 
waited a few more minutes per Evelyn’s request, reluctant to disturb 
her smiling slumber. It was well he did not, for Evelyn was at that 
moment dreaming she was curled up next to her Daddy on the porch 


swing, and she had so much more to tell him... 


Chapter 43 


The evening of the Gala was a signature San Francisco summer 
night: cool, clear, and still. Guests began to pour in from the different 
avenues of the city. They filled the stepped area before the War 
Memorial Veterans Building, and were awed by its magnificence. 
The facade of the building consisted of seven tall adjoining archways 
that formed a kind of bridge for the opened second story balcony, 
upon which sixteen tall marble pillars, grouped on pedestals in pairs, 
extended another twenty-five feet to suspend the roof of the building 
some four stories off the ground. Mounted on the wall between 
each of the arches was an ornate lamp, radiating golden light, and 
enhancing the vertical strength and alabaster glow of the building. 
At the top of each of the arches, sat the stone heads of lions, as if to 
guard the entrance and the guests within. 

Outside the front street entrance, there was a constant stream of 
incoming guests. On the side of the building, the courtyard space 
was filled with dim flashes of light as well-fashioned women posed 
with well-suited men. Inside the building, the doors to the Herbst 


Theater remained closed, but the guests milled contentedly across the 
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marbled floors of the grand lobby, taking in the pillars on all sides and 
the golden octagon emblems covering the vast domed ceiling. The 
women were all charming. They admired each other’s dresses and 
general finery with conversations more ebullient and witty than usual 
in honor of this special occasion. For their own part, the men walked 
straighter with their shoulders broad and sharply defined in their 
sharp formal suits. They found themselves posing and scanning the 
faces around them to determine the overall effect of their peacockery. 
It was going to be a wonderful night. 

Rosemary was in her dressing room backstage putting on the last 
touches of her makeup, when there was a knock on the door and the 
sound of something being set before the dressing room door, followed 
by footsteps beating a quick retreat. Rosemary opened the door to 
a beautiful vase of long-stemmed white roses. She carried them to 
back her vanity table with a smile. A note hung from the flowers; she 


recognized Nicholas’s untidy handwriting as she opened it. 
“Grandma Rose, 


Remember when we sat out on the rooftop after Grandpa’s 
funeral? If I could have found the words, I would have 
begged you to find a way to live again, you know, really 


live. Not just survive, or take care of the people around 
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you the way you took care of Grandpa for so long, but to 
live with dreams and purpose and joy. | never would have 
imagined I'd get to see you do something like this. Tonight 
is your night and I couldn’t be more proud. Let’s make a 
deal, you keep making your life everything you always 


wanted it to be, and I’ll do the same with mine. 


All my love, 


Nick.” 


Rosemary quickly wiped her eye before the tears smudged her 
makeup. 

“Oh, Nick...” she breathed. She looked into the mirror, repairing 
the smudges, and smiling thoughtfully. The clock caught her eye. 
Rosemary gave her hair one last pat and scooped up her speech notes 
along with Nick’s card and hurried off backstage to find Evelyn. 

The dance team peeked nervously through the thick red velvet 
curtains. The ushers had opened the doors to the theater just five 
minutes before, and already the house was packed and humming 
with activity. 

Evelyn had butterflies in her stomach. She ran through her speech 
in her mind, willing herself to breathe... “Dance is a necessity, not a 


luxury...it is the reason we can age without fear for the future...” she 
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wrung her hands together anxiously. The click of heels sounded down 
the hallway, and she turned to see her mother and caught her breath. 

Rosemary had pinned her thick silvery hair back on one side and 
wore it long over the other shoulder in loose waves. Her black dress, 
shimmered and glittered as it caught the light, hugging Rosemary's 
elegant figure, ending just above her silver pumps. She wore bright 
red lipstick, and her blue eyes sparkled with excitement. Evelyn had 
never seen anyone so beautiful: 

“Mom...wow...” 

Rosemary looked at her daughter’s dress with admiring eyes, 
“Wow, yourself! Evy, you look amazing!” 

She admired her daughter's dress. Its color was the same blue of 
Evelyn’s eyes and it was cut from whimsical material that hugged her 
slim waist and flowed out from the hip to the floor into a full floor- 
length skirt. Her straps criss-crossed into a low back that showed off 
her smooth toned skin. 

Evelyn grinned, “You haven't even seen the best part.” she began 
a spin, and her skirts floated and twirled i around her like a top, 
showing off her long slim legs and sparkling silver heels. Evelyn 
came to a stop, and her skirts continued twirling, then unwound in 


the other direction. 
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“It’s absolutely perfect,’ Rosemary agreed, smiling to herself at 

her daughter’s unchanged litmus test for a good dress. Some things 
never change. 

A man’s cheery voice broke in, “Why, if it isn’t the two prettiest 
girls in California...” Uncle Ray looked handsome in his tuxedo. 
Evelyn threw her arms around him, “Careful now, don’t crease me,” 
he said jokingly. “The show’s about to start. Are you girls ready?” 

Evelyn nodded, still nervous, “Yes.” 

“All the dancers accounted for?” 

“Everyone’s set, Uncle Ray.” 

“Okay, let’s do this!” Uncle Ray clapped his hands together to 
confirm everyone’s full readiness, but before he could take a step, 
there was a harried sounding bunch of footsteps shuffling from out 
of the darkness behind stage. 

“Wait!” It was Nicholas, with Lindsey and Michael in tow 
hurrying toward them. Lindsey was a vision in white satin, simple 
and elegant. She wore her hair up—it was almost pink against her 
dress. She wore dangly pearl earrings that accented her long, graceful 
neck, around which hung a simple pearl choker. Nobody had ever 
seen her this dressed up before. She’d never seen herself this dressed 
up before. 

Uncle Ray broke in, “Why Sweetie...look at you all fancy!” He 


spread his arms wide, and she jumped in them eagerly. 
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Evelyn and Rosemary were speechless; she started to feel 
self-conscious. 

“Ts everything all right?” she asked, worried. 

“You are lovely, my dear,” Rosemary said. 

“Breathtaking!” Evelyn agreed. 

She smiled with relief, “Nick gave me the earrings and the 
necklace tonight a few minutes ago.” She held them lovingly and 
glowed as she looked up at Nick. He reached for her hand and smiled. 

“They are just right,” Evelyn said, looking approvingly at Nick. 

The little circle chattered happily wishing each other luck, and 
exchanging quick hugs. 

Uncle Ray quietly studied the five of them: Nicholas in his black 
tux and white satin tie accented by Alan’s platinum tie clip, looked 
even more grown up and debonair standing next to the glowing 
Lindsey. Michael was looking at Evelyn in that special way that 
made her so enthused, and relaxed, and so herself around him. He 
smiled contentedly as his gaze settled on Roene radiant, almost 
youthful face. 

There's a lot of love here, isn’t there, big brother? 

Nicholas noticed Uncle Ray smiling vacantly. 


“Uncle Ray? You okay?” 
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“Am I okay?” He waited a long time before he went on, looking 
from face to face and pausing on each. “Look at us,” he said raising 
his arms as if to encircle them, “How could I not be okay?” 

Five shining faces turned to his. They knew exactly what he 
meant. 

It had been a long journey, and somewhere along the way they 
had become a family. 

Uncle Ray chided himself with a happy sigh, “Enough of the 
mushy stuff. Michael, Lindsey, Nick... Off you go! We’ve got to give 


these people what they came for!” 


Chapter 44 


Uncle Ray strode across the stage to thunderous applause. He smiled, 
and nodded his head slightly to acknowledge the crowd. When he 
reached the podium at the center of the stage, he briefly surveyed the 
room. “Ladies and Gentlemen,” he began, looking out at the crowd 
with affection, “It is wonderful to see each of you with us tonight. It 
has been just a little while since I stood before most of you, the last 
occasion being the passing of my big brother Alan after he lost his 
battle to Alzheimer’s.” He paused a moment in a reverent silence. “A 
great many of you were there, and as you may recall my niece, Evelyn, 
in her remembrance of her father, threw down the gauntlet before this 
horrific disease. She told us that the next time she stood before us, she 
would have some answers, and she promised us all that she would not 
give up until she did.” Uncle Ray scanned the erond for effect, “Some 
of us may have laughed off her pledge with sad skepticism, and some 
of us may have even written off her determination as naiveté or just 
plain bull-headedness, but some of us were crazy enough to believe 
that this determined woman would find a way to start a movement of 


healing where hundreds of billions of Medicare and Medicaid dollars 
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and countless beleaguered doctors and scientists have fallen short.” 
He turned, and looked at her waiting on left side of the stage, “She 
is, after all, her father’s daughter.” 

Evelyn’s throat swelled. She nodded back to Uncle Ray; her eyes 
spoke volumes. 

He tipped his head and turned back to the crowd. 

“With that, it is my great pleasure to bring to the microphone, 
Evelyn Wright!” 

He backed away from the podium, clapping along with the crowd. 
He extended a hand towards her. Evelyn took a deep breath and 
smiled. This is it. She strode out onto the stage and was hit by a 
wave of applause. Her skirts swept and billowed around her feet as 
she walked. Uncle Ray bowed to her and kissed her hand, looking 
deep into her eyes as he straightened, whispering under the applause, 
“You’ve got this, Honey, just like we practiced.” 

Evelyn grinned at him and stepped behind the podium. She 
observed the audience with a calm that surprised her. It was as if 
they as a whole were only one.. ./ike one person with one personality. 
It’s not as intimidating as I thought it would be. 

She instantaneously absorbed her surroundings from this new 
perspective: the enormous vibrant murals lining the walls framed 
by cream molding and golden trim; the sky-toned ceiling with the 


cut-in octagon at its center from which hung an enormous sparkling 
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chandelier; the subsequently smaller chandeliers glowing from other 
points in the room. 

“Thank you.” Her eyes lit on her Toastmasters group, which 
Uncle Ray had made sure to seat directly in her eye line. She smiled 
and nodded to them. They leaned forward, with proud smiles on their 
faces, Betty’s eyes bugging out as she clasped thin hands before her 
in nervous support. Evelyn looked back up to the crowd and began 
strongly, 

“For centuries anthropologists have puzzled over nonessential 
human pursuits and traditions that have been in existence since the 
beginning of human history. Pursuits like music, art, beauty...and, 
of course, dance,” she gestured comfortably as she talked, and the 
crowd relaxed with her. “It has been unfathomable from a practical, 
scientific standpoint why dance has persisted throughout history, 
present even in periods rife with plague, war, and famine....it has 
been a mystery, until perhaps, now. 

Evelyn continued, “Scientific viewpoints are very important 
to us as a modern society, especially in regards to healthcare, so 
I would like to talk a little bit about the contributions of science 
to the health field. Take dementia, for instance. For those of you 
fortunate enough to be unfamiliar with the term, dementia is an 
umbrella term used to encompass a myriad of symptoms, many we 


have come to associate with Alzheimer’s as that disease is the most 


THE DANCE TO REMEMBER aly 
common cause of dementia."” Dementia ranges from mild cognitive 
impairment in its early stages to the complete system shutdown that 
cut short my own father’s life this past spring. We pour hundreds 
of millions of dollars into medical research for degenerative brain 
disease every year.”’ Nevertheless, diseases like Alzheimer’s are still 
considered irreversibly degenerative and incurable by the medical 
establishment.””! Her voice rose and fell with perfect composure. 

“The best medicines developed so far to treat Alzheimer’s have 
not proven to be very effective in mitigating its effects, nor do they 
cure it. Even if the patient is one of the lucky ones who respond 
to treatment, the positive effects of the medicine are usually short 
term, whereas the adverse side effects, as well as the costs, affect the 
quality of life so ieaceneall that many patients opt out despite the 
slight neurological improvements they might receive.””’ 

She paused to let the import of this information sink in. Scanning 
the audience, she could see that she was connecting. “This prognosis 
is bleak,” she continued, “wouldn’t you agree?” The audience nodded 
assent as one. 

Evelyn allowed a smile to touch her lips, “This brings me back 
to dance. This century, the world of science and the world of dance 
collided; a great discovery was made by The Albert Einstein College 
of Medicine that was sadly overshadowed at the time by our own 


wars and many other pressing problems in our country. The purpose 
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of this twenty-one year, longitudinal study of four hundred and 
sixty-nine senior citizens was to find the most effective activities for 
possibly reducing the risk of dementia.”? The researchers monitored 
the subjects’ engagement in activities like reading, biking, crossword 
puzzles, and...” her eyes sparkled, “dance. Some of the activities 
proved ineffective against dementia, some offered lower percentages 
of risk reduction, but what astounded the researchers was the results 
from those who danced frequently.” She paused again, “Those in 
the study who danced lowered their risks of dementia by seventy-six 
percent.”4 

The audience murmured in wonder and broke into excited 
applause. Evelyn smiled and broke through the applause, “I know! I 


q?? 


know! It’s amazing!” When the applause died down, she continued, 
“And this is only the tip of the iceberg; we are just beginning to 
uncover the healing power of dance. Not long after discovering the 
study, I made another equally remarkable discovery that further 
impressed upon me the ene potential of dance. What did I find? 
Ileene Watkins, a remarkable woman who is using dance help other 
health challenges.” Evelyn stated impressively. The audience looked 
skeptical. “Ileene had been confined to wheel chairs, walkers, and 


an oxygen tank. Her health degenerated so much at one point that 


Ileene purchased a burial plot and put her affairs in order to prepare 
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for her imminent death.*> But then she began to rediscover the world 
of dance...” Evelyn’s eyes gleamed, “...and you know what?” 

She paused for dramatic effect, speaking slowly for emphasis, 
“She began improving the more she danced. Ileene was doing 
something the doctors believed to be impossible—she was dancing 
herself well, essentially reversing her degenerative diseases.” 

The audience broke again into applause, wonder on all their faces. 

Evelyn scanned the crowd, “I know it must be hard to picture a 
woman going from a walker to the dance floor, so Ileene , would you 
please stand up?” 

The audience gasped and swiveled its head around eagerly, each 
trying to get a look, each pointing to his neighbor as a woman in an 
elegant evening dress dl up in the box seats with perfect poise. 
The audience clapped for her. 

Evelyn smiled at her, “TIleene —” The crowd hushed. “Ileene, can 
you tell us where were you last October?” 

The woman’s voice carried across the room, “I was competing in 
the San Francisco Autumn Classic.” 

The room swelled with thunderous applause. Evelyn nodded to 
Ileene warmly, and the woman sat back down. As she sat, the rest of 
the audience jumped to their collective feet and continued clapping 


appreciatively as she blushed demurely and waved. 
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““Wait...,” Ileene raised one hand, and continued over the applause, 
“What Ileene didn’t tell you—” 

“‘What she didn’t tell you, is that she won first place in the Pro Am 
competitions for Fox Trot, Waltz, and Swing.” The crowd carried on 
with doubled enthusiasm. Evelyn grinned and let the applause finish 
before continuing. 

“What you should also know is that Ileene and her husband, Ron 
Hillman, who was also diagnosed, started a dance class for people 
facing similar challenges.”’’’ More applause and cheers. 

“Thank you, Ileene. Thank you, Ron .You have inspired me, 
inspired us all.” She looked out across the sea of faces solemnly, “You 
see, the anthropologists were wrong. Dance is neither a luxury or a 
‘nonessential, it is a necessity for health. It should not be reserved for 
the upper class, prom night, or those with leisure hours—it should be 
woven back into the fabric of our culture for everyone, enabling our 
seniors to live out full, healthy lives.” Heads nodded in agreement. 

Evelyn took a deep breath, “Tonight marks the turning over of 
a new leaf in this city as we usher in Ballroom Dance for Senior 
Fitness, a program partnering with young people to enable seniors to 
look forward to the future with hope, not fear. Thank you.” 

Evelyn bowed her head to the audience and walked off the stage 
amidst the energetic applause. Her face glowed with adrenaline. Ray 


entered again from behind the curtain, clapping loudly. 
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He looked after her fondly, “That’s my niece everyone. Isn’t she 
wonderful?” 

Evelyn blinked in the dimness behind the curtain, blushing and 
smiling. A pair of strong arms wrapped around her lovingly. Evelyn 
felt lightheaded. 

She turned around and buried her head in Nicholas’s shoulder. 

“It’s ok, Mom. You were great, you did it!” 


Relief swept over her. Nicholas held on to her tightly. 


Chapter 45 


Vaguely, as if in another world, Evelyn heard Ray introduce her 
mother to the crowd. She looked upstage and saw Rosemary take 
a breath and walk out. Nicholas pulled on Evelyn’s sleeve, and they 
moved up together to where they could see everything. Rosemary’s - 
profile was slender, straight, and tall; her silver hair and blue eyes 
were stunning against her ebony dress. The audience hushed as she 
placed her notes on the podium. 

“Thank you, my name is Rosemary. As many of you know, I am 
Evelyn’s mother. What you do not know is that my own memory 
lapses were the reason for the speed and urgency with which this 
program has been brought into being.” 

Nicholas and Evelyn held their breath, and looked at each other, 
their mouths gaping at Rosemary’s sdnaeions The audience softened 
with her vulnerability. 

‘For a long time now, I have been unable to admit even to myself 
that my memory was getting worse. Since Alan passed away with 
advanced Alzheimer’s and I began having memory lapses, my worst 


fear has been that perhaps dementia would bring my life to the same 


Jen 
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end. Therefore, I did my best to keep denying that the intermittent 
small incidents like forgetting where I had parked the car only an 
hour before or not being able to find things in the house could be 
early warnings of a deteriorating brain. But then something finally 
happened that made it impossible for me to keep lying to myself 
or hiding my symptoms from my family,’ Rosemary paused and 
took a deep breath, “I got lost in my own neighborhood.” A few of 
the faces nodded. “I drove around for hours and never found the 
building I was looking for...one I have passed a thousand times. This 
harrowing experience woke me up to the fact that my life was also 
hanging on my daughter’s tenacious desire to find a possible solution 
for degenerative brain disease. The compassion, understanding, and 
support that I received co my daughter and my grandson showed 
me that I have so much yet to live for, so I agreed to do whatever they 
thought best. Therefore, you can imagine my surprise when Evelyn 
showed me the results of the dance study, and told me that it was time 
to start dancing again. Well, I had already agreed, so I went dancing 
with her for the first time in years, and let me tell you, it felt good.” 

Appreciative applause filled the room. 

“For several months now, I have been dancing at least four times 
a week, and the clarity and confidence I have gained from it have 
been nothing short of miraculous. You see, not only have I not had 


any more memory slips, but I have begun to remember things I hadn’t 
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thought about in years. Like my dreams to be a singer. I hadn’t sung 
in public since I was in my early twenties. But, with my grandson 
and his girlfriend encouraging me, or should I say... pressuring me,” 
some of the audience chuckled, “I have reconnected with my voice. 
Dancing has given me back the confidence that I needed to do that. 
And, its regenerative impact on my life doesn’t end with a singing 
voice or a better memory. Today, I am happier, healthier, and more 
satisfied with my life than ever, and I care as much about making new 
memories as I do holding on to the old memories. 

More applause. 

Rosemary paused and turned, scanning the side of the stage for 
Nicholas. Seeing him there with Evelyn, she turned back to face the 
audience, pulling his card out of her notes. “My grandson wants to 
make a deal with me. Any of you who know Nicholas know that he 
is big into deal-making; he has been that way since he was a child. 
The deal that he offered to me tonight carries much more weight 
than anything previous. He said to me, “Grandma Rose, if you keep 
making your life everything you always wanted it to be, I promise 
you I'll do the same with mine.’” 

Rosemary choked up and swallowed hard. The audience 
murmured, moved. She looked at the silver heads in the room and 
spoke softly, “Let me speak directly to the seniors here. Too often you 


and I have lived in a checked out world, like our lives are nearly over 
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or the best parts are behind us.” Her gaze swept the room solemnly, 
“But we live this way to our own detriment and the detriment of our 
families. My grandson, Nicholas, helped me remember that my life 
affects my family long after my last breath...and so does yours. And 
more than that, the moments in our lives matter...” she repeated the 
word emphatically “...they matter until the very end. It is our charge 
to show these young people how to live well, how to follow their 
dreams and be courageous despite the odds or what anyone says... 
Therefore, Nicholas...you have yourself a deal.” 

The crowd cheered and rose to their feet applauding as Nicholas, 
pushed forward by Evelyn, ran over to his Grandma Rose holding 
out his hand as if to have her shake on the deal. When she put out her 
hand, he took it, and auday leaned in to give her a kiss on the cheek. 
Nicholas then turned to the audience, exuberantly pumped his fist in 
the air, and ran back offstage to a laughing Evelyn. 

Rosemary, chuckling to herself, handled the spontaneous release 
of crowd energy gracefully. She waited a minute or so for the energy 
to dissipate and let them conform to her silent composure. Then she 
smiled serenely, “In light of making good on that deal, I am going to 
sing for you tonight. This song is dedicated to the ones I love. I hope 
you enjoy it, and God bless you all for being here.” 


She bowed and stepped away from the podium. 
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The lights dimmed and the stage went black. Dark forms of 
musicians picked up their instruments and plucked the strings softly. 
A narrow spotlight cut through the blackness, circling a microphone 
stand that had replaced the podium in the center of the stage. A 
pianist began playing soft chords from the left of the stage, a violinist 
joined in, trilling out a beautiful melody. It was bare, vulnerable 
music. Rosemary stepped into the spotlight slowly, looking down, 
her face cast in shadows. She tipped her face up until illumination 
swept over her features. She began to sing, low and tremulous, and 
goosebumps raised on every arm in the audience: 

“Sometimes when life gets quiet...it’s all I can do not to slip 
away...” 

Rosemary paused and lifted her face, as she cradled the 
microphone, her blue eyes sparkling as she sang with all the emotion 
of the moment, 

“So Pll just keep on spinning...and hide from the world songs 
I’m pushing down... 

Her eyes closed and face softened as the melody dipped and 
raised lightly like a swallow. She sang with deep longing of hopes _ 
and dreams, of heartache. It was her story that she sang, all written 
there on her lovely face, all the sacrifice of the past forty years, and 


now the triumph. 
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The cello and violins were weaving in and out, resonating 
beautifully with her voice. She sang with throbbing, soaring emotion 
while the song built through the first verse, with the chords on the 
piano getting more rhythmic, and drums kicking in. When the 


strength of the chorus hit, Rosemary began singing full voice, 


“But isn’t it time...for...me 
To go risking everything 
To follow my dreams 


To set my voice free...” 


She sang on to her spellbound audience with Alan’s face before 


her eyes, 


“the future is ne-ver here 
The past has all disappeared 
The moment is now... 


Our moment is now...” 


Life coursed through her. It was captivating to watch. The 
volume dropped as the second verse began quietly. The face before 
Rosemary’s eyes now changed to a beautiful woman with dark long 


hair and bright blue eyes: 
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“Dar-ling, I remember...the world that I wanted to give 


to you...” 


Evelyn’s heart throbbed suddenly behind the curtain. Rosemary 


continued in aching tones to unfold the vision, 


“And if you’ll only let me...I’ll start making up all this 


wasted time...” 


The musicians paused, and Rosemary hesitated...she turned 
away from the microphone as if about to leave the spotlight. The 
audience held its breath. Suddenly, she turned back, soaring full voice 
into the chorus again, 

“But.isn’ tit tume...f0r...me.e- 

In that moment, the red curtains swept up as the lights burst into 
rosy color showing twenty dancing couples of all ages spinning on 
the stage behind Rosemary. 

“To go risking everything... 

To follow my heart 

To set my voice free...” 

The dancers’ voices joined in with hers filling the room with their 
strength. As they repeated the final chorus, the excitement in the 


song reached a pinnacle, with Rosemary singing over the top of the 
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chorus like the leader of a gospel choir. At the last line of the chorus, 
the band dropped out, and the lights fell again to a single spotlight on 
Rosemary. She took a deep breath, and began free-styling powerfully 
up and down the scale into the silence. 

“To liive aaall my...dreeeams!!” 

She rested on her final note, holding it out for all its worth, 
raising her arms, savoring every last second as the audience jumped 
to its feet in raucous applause, the note still hanging in the air as 
they carried on wildly, cheering, clapping, stomping. The light rose, 
and Rosemary opened her eyes. She looked out at the audience and 
laughed delightedly at the applause, putting a hand over her heart 
as she bowed. Her face was radiant. The cheers showed no signs of 
dying. The dancers anes in the clapping for Rosemary and Evelyn, 
who joined Rosemary at the front of the stage grasping her hand as 
they took a bow together, Ray walked out with two bouquets one 
for Evelyn, one for Rosemary and backed off the stage, bowing and 
clapping, tears twinkling in his eyes. They extended their arms to 
the dancers who joined them up at the front of the stage. Nicholas 
stepped in, grabbing their hands, and the whole stage took a bow 


together, and then another. 


Chapter 46 


The four sets of double doors of the Herbst Theater were propped 
open to allow the splitting streams of guests to exit the theater. The 
hallways filled with the excited conversations as the guests made 
their way from the theater to the splendor of the Green Room for the 
reception. The décor of the room was soothing and elegant, pleasantly 
stunning to each as they entered. The room was more of an old world 
turquoise than green, accented at every possible point with gold. 
Even the crown molding, framing each section of the impossibly 
high ceiling, was trimmed with lines of gold pearls throughout the 
room. Chandeliers glowed about the space, reflected endlessly by 
the infinity mirrors on either end of the room. One long wall was 
composed almost entirely of gold-draped, floor-to-ceiling arched 
windows with double doors at the bottom that opened out onto the 
vast pillared balcony overlooking City Hall, splendidly lit against the 
dark night sky. 

Soon the whole of this grand room was filled with glittering 


guests dressed to the nines, mingling amidst the waiters in coattails 
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holding trays of champagne, hors d’oeuvres, and fancy chocolates 
and cheeses. 

The band was reduced to a trio plus Rosemary. They played on 
a raised stage against the long turquoise wall of the piano room. 
Rosemary was singing “Blue Skies” in her deep sultry voice, swaying 
at the hips, and delighting the room with her confidence. She was 
on top of the world. More than a few men watched her admiringly. 
Most of the room was dancing, or at least swaying in the places it was 
too tight to dance freely. Everyone was having a lovely time. After 
she finished the number, the band continued playing, and Rosemary 
took a break. As she looked around the room for Evelyn, a handsome 
gentleman strode up to her suavely. 

“Miss Rosemary, oe name is Grayson. I would be honored if 
you would dance with me.” He held out a strong hand invitingly, 
looking down at her with lovely dark brown eyes. Rosemary’s heart 
fluttered. What a handsome man. She smiled at him and was about 
to protest that she needed to find Evelyn, but he broke in first with 
smooth pleading tones. 

“Rosemary, before you say no, notice that I am a senior like 
yourself, and I heard a rumor floating around tonight that dancing 
would change my life for the better”’ He looked into her deep blue 
eyes, “And standing here with you makes me inclined to believe it. 


Won't you please?” 


332 Kin WONG 

She shook herself and laughed placing her hand in his lightly. 

“Of course. Grayson, you said?” 

He led her to the floor. “That’s right,’ He smiled at her pleasantly. 
She felt her heart flutter again. Grayson turned her easily about the 
room. He is a good dancer. Nicholas caught Rosemary’s eye from 
where he stood by the arched windows; he gave Grayson a once-over 
and nodded in exaggerated approval giving her a thumbs up from 
across the room. Rosemary’s face warmed suddenly, and she broke 
her gaze away from Nicholas trying unsuccessfully not to laugh. 

Grayson admired the way her face softened and her blue eyes 
» sparkled from the mirth. 

She met his gaze smiling, with the afterglow of the laugh still 
lighting her face, “So Grayson, what do you do?” 

“T’m a surgeon.” 

“Ah. Do you work at the big hospital?” 

“No, I actually have my own private practice,” He explained 
nonchalantly, “It’s a pretty small operation at this point—no pun 
intended—” he smiled at her, and she sailed back, “Just one other 
surgeon besides me. I specialize in Cleft Pallets. I like to feel like I 
help people find their smiles again.” He chuckled and shrugged his 
shoulders in a down-to-earth manner. 

Rosemary lost her train of thought when he laughed. / emt listen 


to his deep resonant voice all day. 
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“Any way, enough about me. You have a voice like a nightingale. I 
have a friend at a recording studio that I’d really like for you to meet.” 

Rosemary’s face glowed with excitement, “Really? I’d love that.” 

Grayson smiled and spun her, and as she turned out she saw 
Evelyn and Nicholas dancing right behind them, obviously intent on 
hearing their conversation. They looked at her guiltily as she spun 
out and she sent them a look before spinning back that sent them 
scuttling to the other side of the room where they could dance and 
observe without being observed. 

Nicholas whispered to Evelyn, “I think she likes him, the back 
of her ear is blushing,” He smothered his excited laughter as Evelyn 
hushed him with a smile, making him turn so that she could looking 
over his shoulder at one 

“T think you’re right. Wow, he’s really handsome! What did he say 
to Mom, that he’s some sort of doctor?” At that moment, Rosemary’s 
face lit up as she threw her head back in laughter. 

‘“What’s going on? Mom, let me see,” Nicholas turned Evelyn 
firmly, “besides I’m supposed to be the one to steer us. You should 
know that.” 

Evelyn laughed, “Did Lindsey tell you that nonsense?” 


Yepl 
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“Huh, I’ll have to talk to that girl.” She resigned herself to reading 
Nicholas’s face for reactions as he watched them dance across the 
room. 

“Oh by the way Mom, I’ve got some news for you.” He broke his 
gaze away Rosemary and grinned with jubilation. 

“Yeah, good news?” 

“Great news.” He took a deep breath savoring his surprise. “I 
wanted to wait until tonight to tell you as a surprise. I registered last 
week for community college, and I start classes in the Fall....and if 
I can get my GPA up, I can transfer in two years to the university 
where Lindsey will be.” 

Evelyn’s face lit up. She was speechless. “Nicholas! Really?! Oh 
my God!” Evelyn blurted out, finding her voice. She threw her arms 
around her son’s neck. “Oh I’m so proud of you...you are going to 
make my heart burst...” 

Nicholas grinned, immensely pleased with himself. 

“Did you decide on your major as well?” 

“Yeah, I think I want to do Marketing.” | 

“That sounds perfect, Nicholas; I mean, you really packed the 
house tonight.” 

He turned his head to look over the room, brimming with 
satisfaction, “I did, didn’t I? You guys are lucky to have me, you 


know.” 
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Evelyn wrapped her arms tight around his neck again and buried 
her head into his shoulder with emotion, “I know,” came her muffled 
reply accompanied by a series of sniffs. 

Nicholas patted her head kindly, “Hey what’s this all? Mom, are 
you being silly?” 

A muffled, “Yes,” came through the sniffs. 

“Come on now...there no time for that!” he said in kind sternness. 

Evelyn couldn’t help laughing at his tone, “Oh Nick...” She pulled 
away with a laugh, running her forefingers under her eyes. Evelyn 
tilted her face to the light and looked at him questioningly. 

Nicholas scrutinized and nodded, “Looks good, no smudges. You 
got off easy this time, Mom, now no more silliness,” he looked at her 
with pride, “This is Stele after all.” 

Evelyn smiled and laughed, “Our night.” 

She looked around the room, Rosemary was back up at the 
bandstand singing “Sixteen Tons” as a duet with the bassist, and the 
crowd was eating it up, especially a particular surgeon, Evelyn noted 
with satisfaction, who couldn’t seem to keep his eyes away from 
Rosemary. J have the most beautiful mother. 

Uncle Ray was charming the other end of the room with a story, 
told with large hand gestures and overblown expressions. Margaret 
was not too far from him, speaking in quick undertones to a waiter, 


presumably about the glass of champagne he had consumed in 
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between passing glasses to the guests. Lecture finished, the waiter 
went off and she resumed her post, watching the proceedings with 
proud satisfaction. Evelyn smiled to herself. Lindsey’s strawberry 
blonde hair was lighting up the dance floor as she and Jack danced 
in front of the bandstand. Rosemary played off the crowd’s energy 
getting more and more into the song, glowing with charisma and 
confidence. Michael and Marilyn joined on the dance floor keeping 
right up with the other couples, Marilyn swung her hips wide and 
saucy, still light on her feet, like little round nymph. The rest of 
the guests cleared space for the two couples as they watched them 
dancing free of inhibition, pure joy lighting their faces. What a 
success. The rest of the dance club brought more seniors to the floor 
and soon the whole room was dancing from end to end. 

Come Monday, this will be the sight I see every evening. Evelyn 
grinned giddily. Don’t you love this, Dad? 

“Mom?” Nicholas interrupted her thoughts as he watched her 
rapturous face with satisfaction, “What are you thinking about?” 


“Nothing, nothing.” Evelyn beamed up at him, “Let’s dance.” 


Note to the Readers 


All the characters and events in this story are fictional except for 
Ileene Watkins and her husband Ron Hillman. They are real people 
who graciously let us share their story. Ileene is proving every day 
that a person with health challenges can “dance herself well.” 8 

Dementia and Alzheimer’s impact hundreds of thousands 
of lives every year as families tragically lose loved ones to these 
horrific afflictions. The loss in cases of dementia and Alzheimer’s 
is made even more tragic because the mind often disappears many 
years before the body passes. Rosemary captures the essence of the 
prolonged suffering when she says that a family’s grieving begins 
with the loved one’s initial diagnosis. By the time of final loss, many 
families have grieved for years. 

What is also real about this story is the research which suggests 
that the effects of Dementia and Alzheimer’s can possibly be lessened, 
by the activity of dance. Our aim is to raise awareness and promote 


this message of hope. 


Kin Wong 
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When Evelyn’s father passes away with Alzheimer’s, she ee 


© obsessed with saving her mother, Rosemary, from the same dark fate. 
No longer her husband’s caregiver, Rosemary begins to struggle with | 





© her own memory lapses and the piercing regrets of long abandoned | 

} dreams. Through her research, Evelyn unearths a study that changes \ 
7 everything and their lives take a turn neither could have imagined as 
? they rediscover joy in the hope for a future without dementia. 
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